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AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL UEMOIBS. 



*' The oircumstaacee," saya Sir James Fellovres, " under 
which she was induced to write them, were purely 
accidental. During the last fifty years of her life, she 
had made a collection of pocket-books, in which it was 
her constant practice to write down her conversations 
and anecdotes, as well as her remarkB upon the recent 
publicatious. They were tied together and carefolly 
preserved; and on one occasion Mrs. Piozzi, pointing to 
them, observed to me: ' These you will one day have to 
look over with Salusbury (my co-executor), t<^ther 
with the * Thraliana ; ' I have never had courage to 
open them, hut to your honour and joint care I shall 
leave them.' These memoranda would no doubt form 
a literary curiosity. At the time the conversation took 
place at Bath on this interesting topic, I urged Mrs. 
Piozzi to write down some reminiscences of her own 
times, and some of those amusing anecdotes I had 
heard her relate, and which had never been published; 
adding to my request, the value they would be to 
posterity and the obligation conferred upon myself. It 
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4 A.UIOBIOOBAPHICAL HEU0IB9. 

was her nature to be grateful for any trifling act of 
kindness, and as I had the good fortune to possess her 
&iaidship and farourable opinion, she indulged my 
curiosity to learn her history by presenting me with 
thissketcli of her life {oh, she wrote expressly for me), 
as the strongest proof (she observed) of her confidence 
and esteem. These are the facts connected with the 
' AutobiograpMcal Memoirs.' " 

The author of " Piozziana " says : " I called on her 
one day, and at an early hour by her desire ; when she 
showed me a heap of what are termed pocket-books, 
and said she was sorely embarrassed upon a point, upon 
which she condescended to say she would take my 
advice. ' You see in that collection,' she continued, 'a 
diary of mine of more than fifty years of my life. I 
have scarcely omitted anything which occurred to me 
during the time I have mentioned. My books contain 
the conversation of evcTy person of almost every class 
with whom I have had intercourse ; my remarks on what 
was said ; downright facts and scandalous on dits ; per- 
gonal portraits and anecdotes of the characters con- 
cerned ; criticisms on the publications and authors of 
the day, £c. 14'ow I am approaching the grave, and 
am agitated by doubts as to what I shonld do — whether 
to bum my manuscripts or leave them to futurity. 
Thus far my decimon is to destroy my papers. Shall I 
DT shall I not ? ' I took the freedom of saying, ' By no 
means do an act which done cannot be amended ; keep 
your papers safe from prying eyes, and at least trust 
them to the discretion of survivors.' " 
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The heap of pocket-books must have been a very 
large heap, for a diary so kept would require at least 
one a-week. " ThraJiana," now in the possesdon of 
the Rev. G, A, Saluabury (the eldest sou of Sir John 
SaJusburj), is contained in six books, of about 300 pages 
each, and extends oyer thirty-two years and a half. The 
first entry is in these words: "It is many years since 
Doctor Samuel Johnson advised me to get a little book 
and write in it all the little anecdotes which might come 
to my knowledge, all the observations I might make or 
hear, all the verses never likely to be published, and, in 
fine, everything that struck me at the time. Mr. Thrale 
has now treated me with a repositoiy, and provided it 
with the pompous title of * Thraliana.' I must en- 
deavour to fill it with nonsense new and old. — 15th 
September, 1776." The last: "30th March, 1809.— 
Everything most dreaded has ensued. . . ■ All is 
over, and my second husband's death is the last thing 
recorded in my first husband's present. Cruel Death ! " 
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HEE STOET OF HEE LIFE. 



I HEABD it asserted once in a mixt company that few 
men of ever so good a family could recollect, imme- 
diately on l>eiDg challenged, the maiden names of their 
four great grandmothers: they were not Welsh men. 
My father's two grandames were Bridget Pereival, 
daughter to a then Lord Egmont, and Mary Pennant 
of Downing, great aunt to the great naturalist. My 
mother claimed Hester Salusbury, heiress of Lleweney 
Hall, as one of her grandmothers by marriage with Sir 
Bobert Cotton ; Vere Herbert, only daughter of Lord 
Torington, was the other. 

The Salusbury pedigree is, indeed, perpetually re- 
ferred to by Pennant in the course of his numerous 
volumes. It begins, I remember, with Adam de Saltz- 
bui^, son to Alexander, Duke and Prince of Bavaria, 
who came to England with the Conqueror, and in 1070 
had obtained for his valour a faire House in Lancashire, 
still known by the name of Salisbury Court. I showed an 
abstract of it to the Heralds in office at Saltzbouig, when 
there ; and they acknowledged me a true descendant of 
their house, offering me all possible honours, to the 
triumphant delight of dear Piozzi, for whose amuse- 
ment alone I pulled out the schedule. You will find a 
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modest allosioD to the drcmnstance in page 283 of the 
Travel Book, 2ikd vol.* 

Among my immediate anceston, third, fourth, or 
fifth, I foiget vhich, from thia Father Adam^-wataliearj 
SaluBbujy aumamed the Black; who having taken 
three noble Saracens irith his own hand in the first 
Crusade, Coeur de Lion knighted Th'th on the field, and 
to the old Bavarian Lion (see "Retrospection," p. 116) 
which adorned his shield, added three cresceatB for coat 
armour. On his return the king permitted him to settle 
where he married — in Wales. He built Lewenney 
Hall, naming it Lew, — the Lion, and an ny, — for us ; 
and set a brazes one upon its highest tower. 

Among our popular Cambrian ballads, is one to the 
honour of this hero ; still known to the harpers by 
name of Black Sir Harry. The civil wars of York and 
Lancaster called into public notice an immediate descen- 
dant of thin warrior. His name, which also was Henry, 
stood recorded on a little obelisk, or rather cippus, by 
the road-eide at Bamet, where the great battle was 
fought 80 long, that I remember my father taking me 
out of the carriage to read it when I was quite a child. 

* " Thete is a Benedictine convent seated on the top of a hill 
above the town (Salzbourg'), under which lie its founders and pTO- 
tectoiB, the old dukes of Bavaria, which Xhaj eie bappj to edtew 
tKvellen, with the tegistered account of their young prince Adam, 
who came over to our island with William, and gained a settle- 
'inent Thej were pleased when I obserred to them that his 
blood was notyet wholly extdnct amongBt us." — ObtenaUont and 
Se/lectiont, ^c. This quotation is added by the Editor, and all 
notes and lefsrences, not expressly mentioned as by others, are by 

> 4 
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e AiriOBIOaiL&FHICAL HEUOIBS. 

He had ehewn mercy to an enemy on that occasion, who 
looking on his device or impreae, flu Tig himself at his 
feet with tiiese words : — 

Sat eet pioatnisse Leoni. 

Our family have used that Leggenda as motto to the 
coat armour ever since.* 

I guess not why this man was a Yorkist. The othef 
party was natural to the inhabitants of North Wales, 
where the proud Duke of Somerset had married a 
daughter of his to the son of Owen Tudor by the 
Frincees Katherine of France ; another of whose sons, 
Fychau Tudor de Beraine, married hie son to Jasper 
the Earl of Pembroke's daughter.f These were imme- 
diate parents to the father of Katherine de Berayne by 
Constance d'Aubign^, Dajne d'Honneur to Anne de Bre- 
tagne. She brought him this one only child, an heiress, 
who was ward to Queen Elizabeth, and in her fifteenth 
year married, with her Majesty's consent, to Sir John 
Salusburyt, ofLlewenney Hall, eldest of fourteen child- 
ren. After his demise feir Katherine gave her hand 
to Sir Bichard Clough, the splendid merchant, men- 
tioned in a note to " Retrospection," J, whose daughter ' 
inherited Bachygnug, and mairied Roger Salusbury, 
youngest brother of Sir John, first husband to her mo- 
ther. He quarrelling with the House of Lleweney, 
tore down the Lion and set it on his wife's seat called 

• See "Biitiah Synonymy," vol. ii. p. 218. — Mrt. P. 
t See"Betro8pectioii,"Tol.i. p.446.— Jfr«. P. 
t Vd. ij. p. 16S. 
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Bachygraig, where it stood, newly gilt by Mr. Pii^, 
two years ago (1813). 

My father was lineally deBcended from this pair, and 
died possessed of dear old Bachygraig, while Sir John 
Salusbury's family soon finished in a daughter Hester, 
who, marrying Sir Robert Cotton of Combermere, gave 
him, and all her progeny by him, the name of Salusbury 
Cottoni She was immediate grandame to my dear 
mother ; and thus in your little friend the two families 
remain united. 

Will it amuse you to be told that Eatherine de 
Berayne, after Sir Eichard Clough's death, married 
Maurice Wynne, of Gwydir, whose family and fortune 
merged in that of the Berties ? He was not, however, 
her laat husband. She wedded Thelwall, of Plasyward^ 
after she was quite an old woman. But the Berayne 
estate she left to my mother's great-grandfather, aa heir 
to her first husband. Sir John Salusbury of Lleweney. 
My uncle sold it to Lord Kirkwall's lather.* 

But it will bring matters nearer home to tell you 
that my mother, who had 10,0001., an excellent fortune 
in those days, besides an annuity for her mamma's life 
of 1251. per annum, who was living gaily with her 
brother, Sir Robert Salusbtuy Cotton, and his wife. 
Lady Betty Tollemache, refused all suitors attracted by 

• Lord Kirkwall sold the property to the Ebv. Edward Hughes, 
whose son, Willinin Lewis Hughes, the present poaeeesoT, was 
created Baioa Dinorben, in 1831, of Einmel Park, Denbighshire. 
The house was burnt down in 1840. — Sir J. F. Lord Dinorben 
was succeeded in his estat«B by his nephew, Hugh Robert Hughes, 
Es^. 
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her merits and beauty for lore of her raltisk consin, 
John Salusbury of Bachj^^raig. He, unchecked by 
care of a father who died during the infancy of hi« 
sons, ran out the estate completely to nothing. iS<> 
completely that the 10,00(M. -would Bcarcely pay debts 
and fumieh them out a cott^^ in Gaemarronshire, 
where — after two or three dead things — I was bom 
alive, and where they were forced by circumstances to 
remain, till my grandmother Lucy Saluabuiy — an ex- 
emplary creature — should die, and leave them free at 
least to mortgage or to sell, or to do something towards 
reinstating themselyes in a less unbecoming situation. 

Meanwhile / was their joint plaything, and although 
education was a word then unknown as applied to 
females, they had taught me to read and speak and 
think and translat« from the French, till I was half a 
prodigy * ; and my &ther's brother Thomas, who was 
bred up for the ecclesiastical courts with poor papa's 
money, and who lived in London among the gay and 
great, said how his friends the Duke of Leeds, Lord 
Halifax, &c., would be delighted could they but 
see little Hester. My mother, however, thought it 
would be best to conciliate her own relations, and 
made me, I know not at how early an age, write a 
letter to my uncle Robert who had lately lost Lady 
Betty. The scheme prospered: grandmamma Salusbury . 



• There U 
pe&t the nam 
the name of the rivet at the botKim of the garden 
she could not tell it 
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CHILDISH BSHIHISCSIICES. 11 

of Bachygraig vta dead, and Sir Bobert Saltubuiy 
Cotton said be longed to kiss hia sister and the little 
girl ; to whom he was perhaps more willing to attach 
himself as he had no pix^eny, and his only brother had 
married, not mnch to please him, a portiooless coiudn 
of his own; Misa Cotton, of Gtwall and Bdleport, by 
whom he had many children, among which two only 
were faTourites at Llewen^. An invitation followed, 
and we came to the Old Hall hong round with ar- 
mour, which strack my infimt eyes with wonder and 
delight. 

My nncle soon began to dote on Fiddle, as he called 
me in fondness ; and I certainly did not obtain his love 
by flattery, as I remember well this odd tite-A-tMe 0(h1'- 
versation : — 

" Come now, dear," said h^ " that we are qnite alone, 
tell me what you expected to see here at Llewenney." 
"I expected," replied I, "to see an old baronet." 
"Well, in that your expectation is not much disap- 
pointed ; but why did you think of such stuflF?" "Why 
just because papa and mamma was always saying to me 
and to one another at Bodvel, what the old baronet 
would think of this and that ; they did it to irigbten 
me I see now ; but I thought to myself that kings and 
princes were but men, and God made tkem you know, 
. Sir, and th^ made old baronets." "Incomparable 
Fiddle," exclaimed my uncle — "you will see a Mr. and 
Mrs. Clough at dinner to^lay : do you know bow to 
spell 0ough ? " " No," WHS the reply ; " I never heard 
tiie name ; but if it had been spelt like buff, you would 
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12 AOTOBIOQRAFEICAI. UEUOIRS. 

not liave asked me the question. They write it perhaps 
aa we write enough — c, ], o, u, g, h." 

What baby anecdotcB are these, you cry. Tia eo, 
but your poor friend certainly ceased being in any 
wiee a wonder after she was five years old, at which period 
we left Wales and came to my uncle's house in Albe- 
marle Street, where he told my mother he should follow 
in less than two mouths ; make a new will, and leave poor 
Fiddle 10,0001., having understood that my parents had 
by their marriage settlement agreed to entail the old 
Bachygraig Estate on Thomas Salusbury, brother to 
papa, and then a doctor is the Commons; and on his 
sons, rather than their o^vq daughter, if they had no 
male heir. I fancy some rough words passed concerning 
this. My uncle certainly but ill brooked my father's 
pride, and he still less willingly endured being informed 
that, if his quality friends would provide him some disr- 
tant establishment, my mother and myself should share 
the old baronet's fortune. "No, no. Sir Robert," was 
the haughty answer, " if I go for a soldier, your sister 
shall carry the knapsack, and the little wench may have 
what I can work for." I have heard that our parting 
soon followed this conversation, and scarce were my 
infantine tears dried for leaving dear Llewenney and my 
half-adored uncle, before the news reached London of 
his sudden death by an apoplectic fit ; in consequence 
of which, his brother. Sir Lynch Salusbury Cotton, came 
into everything by a temporary will kept in case of acci- 
dents till one more copious and correct should be formed. 

Some traces yet remain upon my mind of poor 
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m*s anguish and of my father's violent expres- 
sions. She haa related to me bis desperate engt^ement 
with some quacks and projectors who pretended to find 
lead on his encumbered estate, whilst we remained in 
town, and I b«eame a favourite with the Duke and 
Duchess of Leeds, where I recollect often meeting the 
famous actor Mr. Quin, who taught me to speak 
Satan's speech to the sun in " Paradise Lost." When 
they took me to see him act Cato, I remember making 
him a formal courtesy, much to the Duchess's amuse- 
ment, perhaps to that of the player. I was just six 
years old, and we sate in the stage-box, where I kept 
on studying the part with all my little power, not at all 
distracted by the lights or company, which they fancied 
would take my attention. The fireworks for the peace 
of Aix-la-Chapelle were the next sights my fancy was 
impressed with. We sate on a terrace belonging to the 
Hills of Tern — now Lord Berwick's family, — and David 
Crarrick was there, and made me sit on his lap, feeding 
me with cates, &c.', because having asked some one 
who sate near why they called those things that blew 
up, Qerbes in the bill of fare, /answered, " Because they 
are like wheat-sheaves, you see, and Gerbe is a wheat- 
sheaf in French." 

When Garrick was intimate at Streatbam Park more 
than twenty years afterwards, be did not like that story : 
it made him look older, at least feel older, than he 
wished, I suppose. 

Lord Halifax was now, or soon after, bead of the 
Board of Trade, and wished to immortalise his name^ 
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he had Ho sons — by colonising Nova Scotia. Com- 
wallis and 1117 &ther, whom he patronised, were sent out, 
the Jiret persona in every aense of the word j and poor 
dear nuunma was left aijie pane almost, I believe, cer- 
tainly siTie nwmmo, with her odd little charge, a girl 
without a guinea, whose mind however she ceased not 
to cultivate in every possible manner. For French, 
writing, and arithmetiG, I had no instructor but herself; 
and when she went from home where I could not 
be taken, my temporary abode was the great school in 
Queen Squue, where Mrs. Dennis and her brother, the 
Admiral Sir Peter Dennis, said I was qualified, at eight 
years old, for teacher rather than learner; and he 
actually did instruct me in the rudiments of navigation, 
as the globes were already familiar to me. The small- 
pox, however, and measles, interrupted my studies for 
awhile, when my Grandmother Cotton invited my 
mother and myself to spend a summer in Hertfordshire 
and Bedfordshire, where she had a fine country-seat 
called Ea£t Hyde, not far from Luton, to which I made 
reference in " Eetrospection" (vol. ii p. 434). This 
lady, daughter to Sir Thomas Lynch, after whom I was 
named, had possessed an immense fortune in Jamaica ; 
but being left an orphan at five years old, was, as she 
always said and I believe, purchased of Lord Torrington 
her mothei^s brother, by Sir Robert Saluebury Cotton 
for his son Thomas, the child be educated himself in 
the Tower of London, when confined there on account 
of his correspondence with the Electress Sophia.* 
* Sir William Wrsxall, in bu HistaricBl Memtnn (vol i. p. 804), 



n,gN..(JNGOOglC 



CHILDHOOD. 15 

Certiun it is that Ladf Cotton iraa Bcarce fifteen: 
years older than her own eldest flon, my dear Uncle 
Bobeit, husband of Lady Betty Tollemache ; which she 
considered as little to the honour of ber father-in-law 
who, she believed, obtained her fortune to his family by 
any means he oould. 

She had made a second choice when left a widow at 
thirty-seven years old, with many children, aJl mortally 
offended at her marrying again ; but Captain King was 
dead, and they were reconciled at the time I am speaking 
oC At East Hyde I learned to love horses; and 
when my mother hoped I was gaining health by the 
fresh air, I was kicking my heels on a com binn, and 

in reference to tlie adventureB of the Stuart fkmily, reUtes an 
extraordinai; anecdote about the deatroying of the coneepondence 
of die Electreea Sophi& with lie Court of St Gennadiu. " It 
ought not to stupriM m (he eaja) on fiill oonaideiatdon that Sophia 
should feel the 'n'aimeet attadunent to James the Second." On 
this Mm Pioezi reniftrka in the m&tgin : — "It euTpriseB me, 
beeauM mj own gieat-giand&ther waa put int« the Tower, tot 
concsponding -with the Electreea, bj James the Secwid; and, 
being permitted to have anj one of hla ^mily with him, chose ft 
little boy, whom he tau^t to read and wnt« there, 'iiy greats 
giandmother used to walk on Tower Hill till she aaw her hoaband'a 
^gnal poked out of some grated window. She was, bj birth, 
Hester Salueburj, of Uewennej, and married to Sir Robert 
Cotton, of CombermeTe. I have seen, when a child, some of the 
KlectreM's letters signed Sophia. I remember nothing of them, 
but mj uncle sud thej were full of Latin quotAtions : his son, 
father to Lord Combermere, burned them. I have looked in 
Lord Orfbid's miscetlaneoos works, and perceive that he and mj 
Mend Wraxalt are of a mind about Sophia, of whose letters I 
can recollect only the odd Mgnalure, writing her name with a 
long/j but mj cousin was a strange fellow to throw them into 
the fire." 
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learning to drive of the old coaclimaa ; who, like every 
body else, small and great, delighted in taking me for a 
pupil. Grandmamma kept four great ramping war- 
horses, chevavjs eniiers, for her carrii^, with immense 
long manes and taib, which we buckled and combed; 
and when, after long practice, I showed her and my 
mother how two of them fpoor Colonel and Peacock) 
would lick my hand for a lump of sugar or fine white 
bread, much were they amazed; much more when my 
skill in guiding them round the court-yard on the break 
could no longer be doubted or denied, though strictly 
■prohibited for the future. 

Among our Hertfordshire neighbours was Sir Henry 
Penrice, Judge of the Admiralty, who by the heiress of 
that branch of the Spencer family had only one daughter, 
the all-accomplished Anna Maria, who soi^ht my 
mother's firiendship the more ei^rly, as she felt her 
heart daily more and more attached to my father's 
brother, Doctor Thomas Salusbury, of the commons. 
My resemblance to my papa's whole family fixed me a 
favourite. My mother thought herself ill-used by them, 
and so in fact she was; her husband having left his 
brother a power of attorney to do everything for him, 
and he neglecting all mamma's entreaties, having forbore 
to change the hands of a mortgage upon that portion of 
the Welsh estate appointed for her jointure. Worse 
than that: my mother hud scraped up, by dint of 
miserable privations, money for the purpose ; but Uncle 
Thomas neglected his absent brother's interest, and the 
estate was lost. Love was, however, hia apology; uid 
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a faint hope, perhaps, that so immense a fortune as that 
of Mias Penrice might in some wise and on some future 
day benefit her child, hushed all mamma's complaints. 
The lovers married. Sir Henry died, and was succeeded 
by his Bon-in>law, both in his place, his title, and his 
estate. 

My father had meanwhile, I fear, behaved perversely, 
quarrelling and fighting duels, and fretting his friends 
at home. My mother and my uncle, taking advan- 
tage of his last gloomy letter, b^^ed hiia to return 
and share the gaieties of Offley Place, mentioned in 
" Retrospection," vol. i. p. 213 : likeirise, if I remember 
rightly, in the Travel Book (vol. ii.), vhere I recollect 
the plains of Kalin reminding me of our dea^ airings 
upon Lily Hoo, — the common near our house, joining 
to that of Offley, — scenes I shall see no more I 

Here I reigned long, a fondled favourite. Kind 
Lady Salusbury felt her health decline, but told her 
busband she should die more happily, persuaded that 
he would not marry, as he was so attached to fche good 
girl she now considered as her own, having nearly lost 
her precious life by a severe miscarriage. She, howeveri 
lived with him nine years, and said it were pity I should 
not learn Latin, Italian, and even Spanish, in all which 
she was conversant. Study was my delight^ and such a 
patroness would have made stones students. 

The Lisbon earthquake had impressed her strongly ; 
and my mother, who was particularly fond of Spanish 
literature, made me translate a sermon in that language, 
written and preached in the Jewish synagogue at Lon- 

VOL. II. C 
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don by Isaac Netto, — whose name is all I can bring back 
to mind, — and dedicate it to my dear aunt, Anna Maria 
Salusbuiy. A set of pearl and garnet ornaments, which I 
gave afterwards to Lady Keith, was my shining recom- 
pense; but such was my father's conduct, she never did 
love hiiti. My mother she respected, and dear Doctor 
Collier, a constant guest, did all he could to keep us all 
happy in one another. Felicity, in this world, however, 
lasts not long. Poor Lady Salusbury died, at forty-one 
years old, of dropsy in the breast, and uncle said he had 
no kindness but for me. I think I did share his fond- 
ness with his stud ; our stable was the first for hunters 
of enormous value, — for racers, too; and our house, 
after my aunt's death, was even haunted by young men 
who made court to the niece, and expressed admiration 
of the horses. Every suitor was made to understand my 
extraordinary value. Those who could read, were shown 
my verses; those who could not^ were judges of my 
prowess in the field. It was my sport to mimic some, 
and drive others back, in order to make Dr. Collier 
laugh, who did not perhaps wieh to see me give a heart 
away which he held completely in his hands, since he 
kindly became my preceptor in Latin, l<^c, rhetoric, 
&c. 

We b^an, I think, before I was thirteen years old. 
On the day I was sixteen he confessed sixty-four, I 
remember, and said he was just four times my age, so 
I suppose he was. The difference or agreement never 
crossed my mind, nor seemed to have crossed his. A 
friendship more tender, or more unpolluted by interest 
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or by vanity, never existed ; love had no place at all ia 
the connection, nor had he any rival but my mother. 
Their inSueDce was of the same kind, and hers the 
strongest; but it was not till after poor papa's death 
that I observed she looked on Collier with a jealous eye. 
We were scarce o^ of ob enough to manage with my 
father's red-hot temper. It was daily endangering our 
alienation of Sir Thomas Saluabury'a fondness, which 
the arrival of a new neighbour put still more to hazard. 
We should have made home more agreeable. 

My uncle would not then have run to the smillug 
widow of Wellbury — just at our Park gate — the 
Honourable Mrs. King, whose blandishments drew bim 
firom dear Offley, and made our removal to our London 
House less painfuL The summer before this removal 
had produced to Tne a new vexation. Lord Haliiaz 
was become lieutenant of Ireland, and my father made 
one of his numerous escort, delighting to attend his 
patron through his own country, and show b'i» the 
wonders of Walee. Mamma and I remained at OfSey 
doing the honours. Doctor Collier was in London upon 
businesB. My uncle had been to town for a night or 
two, and returned to tell us what an excellent, what an 
incomparable young man he had seen, who was, in short, 
a model of perfection, ending his pan^yric by saying 
that he was a retU apartsmaTi. Seeing me disposed to 
laugh, he looked very grave ; said he expected us to like 
him, and that seriously. The next day Mr. Thrale fol- 
lowed his eulogist, and ^plied himself so diligently to 
gain my mother's attention — aye, and her heart, too, — 
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that there waa little doubt of her approving the pre- 
tensions of so very ahowy a suitor — if suitor he was to 
me, vho eertainlj had Qot a common share in the 
compliments he paid to mj mother's wit, beauty, and 
elegance. 

His lather, he said, was bom in our village at Offley, 
of mean parents, but had made a prodigious fortune, by 
his merits : and the people all looked with admiration 
at im giving 5e. to a poor boy who lay on the bank, 
because he was sure bia father had been such a boy. 
In a week's time the country catcbed the notion up that 
Miss SaJusbury's husband had been suddenly found by 
meeting Sir Thomas at the house of Mr. Levinz, a well- 
known boTi vivant of those dajrs, — they were not then 
■called amphitryons, — who k^t a gay bouse aad a gay 
lady a^ Brompton, where he entertainsd the gay fashion- 
ists of 1760. The chaplain of Offley Place, a distant 
relation of ours,— uncle I think to this Sir Robert 
Saluabury whom y^u met once in Fork Street (Bath), — 
having undisclosed hopes erf his own to get the heiress, 
not only took alarm, but cunningly conveyed that alarm 
to my father, who, when he came home, s^d he saw bis 
girl already haJf disposed of without his own consent, 
and swore I sbould not be exchanged for a barrel of 
porter, &c. 

Vain were all my assurances that nothing resembled 
love lees than Mr. Thrale's behaviour: vain my pro- 
. misea that no step on my part should be taken with- 
jjut his concurrence ; although I clearly understood, 
An.d wrote Dr. Collin word so, that my uncle made 
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this marrii^e the coaditioD of his favour quite ap- 
parently, and that certain ruin would follow my re- 
jection. The letter, perhaps, still exists in which I 
declared my resolution to adhere to the maxima of filial 
duty he had taught me, and refuse (when I should be 
asked) any offer, however tempting, that shoald seek to 
seduce me from kia authority under which both myself 
and my mother were placed. By this time the brothers 
quarrelled and met no more. My father took us to 
Loudon. My uncle solaced himself with visifing the 
widow ; and after a miserable winter, which visits from 
Mr. Thrale — to my mother— rendered terrifying to me 
every day from papa's vi(Je»tcft of temper, a note came, 
sent in a sly maimer, from Dr. Collier, to tel] me (it 
was written in Latin) that Sir Thomas would certainly 
marry Mrs. King the Sunday following, and begged I 
would not say a syllable till the next day, when ke 
would come and break the dreadful tidings to my father. 
My countenance, however, showed, or his acuteness 
discovered, something he did not like ; an accusadon 
foUowed, that I received clandestine letters from Mr. 
Thrale, a circumstance I had certainly every juet reason 
to deny, and felt extremely hurt, of course, at seeing 
myself disbelieved. After a fruitless and painful contest 
for many hours of this cruel evening, my spirits sunk, I 
fainted, and my father, guning possession of the iatal 
billet, had to ask my pardon — poor unhappy soul ! 
and in this fond misery spent we the hours till fom- 
o'clock in the morning. At nine we rose; he to go 
across the park in search of my maternal uncle, Sir 
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Lynch Sftliisbury Cotton, from whom, and from Dr. 
Crane, Prebendary of Westminster, he meant to seek 
oouiuel and comfort. Me, to the employment of calling 
our medical friend, Herbert Lawrence, to dinner by a 
billet of earnest request. All of its were iU, but by 
the time he came, my father died, and was brought us 
home a corpse, before the dining hour. This was 
December 1762, fifty-three years ago exactly. Yet are 
not my feelings blunted \ 

The Will gave to ray mother his Bachygraig House, 
and estate for life, charged with SOOOi. for me ; to which 
my imcle, in consideration perhaps of my poor father's 
having paid every" expense of his education at Cam- 
bridge, perhaps in recollection of having lost him a farm 
of lOOl. a year, added 50001. more; with which (and 
expectations of course) Mr. Thrale deigned to accept 
my undesired hand, and in ten months from my poor 
other's death, were both the marriages he feared 
accomplished. 

My uncle went himself with me to church, gave me 
away, dined with us at Streatham Park, returned to 
Hertfordshire, wedded the widow, and then scarce ever 
saw or wrote to either of us ; leaving me to conciliate aa 
I could, a husband who was indeed much kinder thaa 
I counted on, to a plain girl, who had not one attrac- 
tion in his eyes, and on whom he never had thrown 
five minutes of his time away, in any interview unwit- 
nessed by company, even till after our wedding-day 
was done ! 

My mother staid with us, however, so did her niece. 
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Miss Hester Saluabury Cotton, now Lady Corbet. Mr. 
Murphy was introduced, and the facetious Georgey 
Bodens, as the meii called him. Lord Carhampton'a 
father, Simon Luttrell, afterwards known to all the 
town by the emphatic title " King of Hell," • besides 
a very sickly old physician, who seemed as if livings 
with us, Dr. Fitzpatrick, a Roman Catholic ; the rest 
were professed Infidels. 

When winter came, however, I was carried to my 
town residence, Deadman's Place, Southwark ; which 
house, no more than that in Surrey, had been seen by 
me till called upon to inhabit it. Here, toOf my mother 
quitted us, and lived at our old mansion in Dean Street, 
Soho, then no unfashionable part of the world, and 
thither I went — oh how willingly I to visit her every day. 
My husband's sisters f (who, like himself, were eminent 
for personal beauty) now called upon me, looked at 
me, and in modem phrase, seemed to quiz me, asking 
how I liked Dr. Fitzpatrick, their brother's Jesuit 
friend ? I answered drily, that the Doctor was well- 
read and well-bred, apparently in extreme ill health 
(he was a physician), and that Mr. Thrale's friends must 
necessarily be mine. The ladies withdrew, disap- 
pointed, and I tried with all diligence to canvass the 
man whom they tiiought, and of course / tiiought, had 

• It was fold of him that he challenged hie aon, the Colonel 
Lattrell (afterwiidB Eail of Carhamptoa) of Middleeex election 
celehrity, who nftised to fig-ht him, " not because he was his 
father, but because he was not a gentleman." 

t Mrs. Rice, Mra. Neabitt (afterwards Mrs. Scott), and Lady 
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BO much influence ; where if I gained none I must be- 
come a nuisance. The doctor had no more influence 
than myself; hut being so much o^out them all, could 
at least tell me lea tracaaaeriee de famille of which I 
was wholly ignorant. From him in due time I learned 
what had determined my husband's choice to me, till 
then a standing wonder. He had, the doctor said, 
asked several women, naming them, but all except me 
refused to live in the Borough, to which, and to his 
business, he observed, that Mr. Thrale was as unac- 
countably attached now as he had been in his father's 
time averse from both. And oh I cried the old man, 
how would my deceased friend have delighted in this 
h&ppy sight 1 alluding to my state of pregnancy. 

So summer came again, and Streatham Park was 
improving, and autumn came, and Lady Keith came, 
and I became of a little more importance. Confidence 
was no word in ova vocabulary, and I tormented myself 
to guess who possessed that of Mr. Thrale ; not his 
clerks certainly, who scarce dared approach him — much 
less come near me ; whose place he said was either in 
the drawing-room or the bed-chamber. We kept, 
meantime, a famous pack of foz-hounds, at a hunting 
box near Croydon ; but it was masculine for ladies to 
ride, &c We kept the finest table possible at Streat- 
ham Park, but kia wife was not to thvak of the kitchen. 
So I never knew what was for dinner till I saw it. 

Driven thus on literature as my sole resource, no 
wonder if I loved my books and children. P'rom a 
gay life my mother held me fast Those pleasures Mr. 
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Thmle enjoyed atone; with tm indeed they never 
would have suited ; I was too often and too long con- 
fined. Although Doctor Johnson (now introduced 
among us) told me once, before her face, who de^Iy 
did resent it, that I lived like my husband's kept mis- 
tress, — shut from the world, its pleasures, or its cares. 

The scene was soon to change. Foz-hounda were 
sold, and a seat in Parliament was suggested by our new 
inmate as more suitable to his dignity, more desirable 
in every respect. I grew useful now, ahnoat necessary ; 
wrote the advertieementfi, looked to the treats, and 
people to whom I was till then unknown, admired how 
happy Mr. Thrale must be in such a wonder of a 
wife. 

I wondered aJI the while where hie heart lay; but it 
was found at last, too soon for joy, too late almost for 
sorrow. A vulgar fellow, by name Humphrey Jackson, 
had, as the clerks informed me, all in a breath, com- 
plete possession 'of it-. He had long practised on poor 
Thrale's credulity, till, by mixing two cold liquors which 
produced heat perhaps, or two colourless liquors which 
produced brilliancy, he had at length prevailed on him 
to think he could produce beer too, without the beg- 
garly elements of malt and hops. He had persuaded 
him to build a copper somewhere in East Smitbfield, 
the very metal of which cost 2000i., wherein this Jack- 
son was to make experiments and conjure some curious 
stuff, which should preserve ships' bottoms from the 
worm; gaining from Government money to defray 
these mad expenses. Tweiity enormous vats, holding 
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1000 hogsheads each — costly contents! — Ten more 
holding 1000 barrels each, were constructed to stew- 
in this pernicious mess ; and afterwards erected, on I 
forget how much ground bought for the ruinous pur- 
pose. 

That all were spoiled, was but a secondary Bor- 
row. We had in the commercial phrase, no beer to 
start for customers. We had no money to purchase' 
with. Our clerks, insulted long, rebelled and ratted, 
but I held them in. A sudden run menaced the house, 
and death hovered over the head of the principal. I think 
some fEunt im^e of the distress appears in Doctor 
Johnson's forty-eighth letter, Istvol. But God tempers 
every evil with some good. Such was my charming 
mother's firmness and such her fond attachment to us 
both, that our philosophical friend, embracing her, ex- 
claimed, that he waa equally charmed by her conduct, 
and edified by her piety. " Fear not the menaces of 
suicide," said he; "the man who has two such females 
to console him, never yet killed himself, and will not 
now. Of all the bukkrupts made this dreadful year," 
continued he, "none have destroyed themselves but 
married men ; who would have risen from the weeds 
undrowned, had not the women clung about and sunk 
them, stifling the voice of reason with their cries." Ah, 
Sir James Fellowes, and have not I too been in a ship 
on fire*, not for two hours, but for two full weeks. 



* Alluding to the £re oa litjanl an East Indiaman, in which 
Sir Jamea FeUowes was passenger. 
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between the knowledge of my danger and the end 
on't? 

Well ! first we made free with oar mother's money, 
her little savings! about 3000/. — 'twas all she bad; and, 
big as I was with child, I drove down to Brigfatbelm- 
Btone, to beg of Mr. Scrase 6000^ more — fae gave it us 
— and Perkins, the head clerk, bad never done repeat- 
ing my short letter to our master, wbich only said, *' I 
have done my errand, and you soon shall see returned, 
whoU, aa I hope — your heavy and faithful messenger, 
H. L T." 

Perkins' sons are now in possession of the place, 
their father but lately dead. Dear Mr. Scrase was an 
old gouty solicitor, retired from business, friend and 
contemporary of my husband's father. Mr. Hush lent 
us 6000?., Lady Lade 5000.— ^our debts, including 
those of Humphrey Jackson, were 130,000i., besides 
borrowed money. Yet in niTie years was eveiy shil- 
ling paid ; oTie, if not two elections well contested ; and 
we might, at Mr. Thrale's death, have had money, had 
he been willing to Ibten to advice, as you will see by 
our correspondence, which it is now time for you to 
begin, and be released from these scenes of calamity. 
The baby that I carried lived an hour — my mother a 
year; but she left our minds more easy. I lay awake 
twelve nights and days, I remember, 'spite of all art 
could do ; but here I am, vexing your tired ear with 
past afflictions. 

You will see that many letters were suppressed. But 
as you have probably thought more of my literary, than 
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of my moral or social existence, though I hope 7W)(, it 
will be right at least to say that it was during the winters 
of those happy years when I reigned Queen at Offley 
Place atl summer, that Hogarth made me sit for his fine 
picture of the Lady's Last Stake, now in possession of 
Lord Charlemout. 

It was then, too, when I was about thirteen, fourteen, 
and fifteen years old, that I took a fancy to write in the 
"St. James's Chronicle," unknown to ray parents and 
my tutor too: it was my sport to see them reading, 
studying, blaming or praising their own little whim- 
sical girl's performances ; but such was their admu-ation 
of one little verse thing, that I could not forbear owning 
it, and am sorry that no copy has, I believe, been kept. 

The little poetical trash I did write in earnest, 
is preserved somewhere, perhaps in "Thraliana," 
which I promised to Mrs. Mostyn: perhaps in a 
small repository I prepared for dear Salusbury, before 
our final parting: such I meant it to be; but have 
no guess how you will find the stuff, or whether he ever 
thought it worth his while to keep old aunt's school es- 
erciaes — such he would probably and naturally consider 
them. There is a little poem called "Offley Park" I 
know; another "On my poor Aunt Anna Maria's favou- 
rite Ash Tree ; " and one styled " The Old Hunter's 
Petition for Life," written to save dear Forester from 
being shot because grown superannuated. There is a 
little odd metaphysical toy beside, written to divert 
Doctor Collier after the death of his dog Pompey, for 
whom James Harris made a Greek epitaph, of which 
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this is the English meaning, as I remember; but no 
doubt aU ia loat, and these verses are not mine. I 
forget whose though : — 

" Here what lemains of Fompey lies, 
Handsome, generoua, faitlLful, wise. 
Then sbouldst thou, friend, poaseaa a bitch 
In nature's noble gifts as rich ; 
When Death shall take her, let her have 
With Pompey here one common grave j 
So from their mingled dust shall rise 
A race of dogs na good and wise : 
Dogs who disease shall never know, 
Bhenmatic ache or gouty toe ; 
Nor feel the dire effects of tea. 
Nor show decay by cacheiy. 
For if aright the ftiture Fates I read. 
Immortal are the dogs their pregnant dust shall breed." 

The great James Harris was no disduner of trifies. 
He wrote the two comical dialogues at the end of " David 
Simple," an old novel composed by Dr. Collier's 
Bister, who was dead before I knew him, in conjunction 
with Sally Fielding, whose brother was author of " Tom 
Jones," not yet obsolete. James Hanis gave me his 
"Hermes" interleaved, that I might write my remarks 
on it, proving my attention to philosophical grammar, 
for which study I had shown him signs of capacity, I 
trust ; but Collier would not suffer him to talk meta- 
physics in my hearing, unless he himself was the re- 
. Bpondent. Oh, what conversations 1 What correspon- 
dences were these! never renewed after my wedding 
day, October 11th, 1763. Dr. Johnson was perhaps 
justly offended if I even appeared to recollect them, and 
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in my mother's preeeiice. There was no danger. They 
had never fidlen iu Mr, Thrale's way — of course. 

But you make me an egotist, and force me to re- 
member scenes and ideas I never dreamed of communi- 
cating. The lees so, because finding my fortune of late 
circumscribed in a manner wholly new to me, no doubt 
remained of all celebrity following my lost power of 
entertaining company, giving parties, &c. ; and my 
heart prepared to shut itself quite up, convinced there 
existed not a human creature who cared one atom for 
poor H. I* P. now she had no longer money to be robbed 
of. That disinterested kindness does exist, however, my 
treatment here at Bath evinces daily, and in six months 
will come — if things do but continue in their natural 
course — my restoration day. Meanwhile this odd pre- 
fatory collection of Biographical Anecdotes are at yoiir 
service. 

It may be not tmamusing to compare the fore- 
going account of her early life with some passages in 
the Conway MS. 

" A lady once — 't was many years ago — asked me 
to lend her a book out of my library at Streatham 
Park. ' A book of entertainment,' said I, * of course.' 
' That I don't know or rightly comprehend,' was her 
odd answer ; ' I wish for an Abridgjoent.' 'An Aloidg- 
ment of what?' ' Thast^ A% replied, 'you must tell 
me, my Dear ; for I am no reader like you and Dr. 
Johnson ; I only remember that the last book I read 
was very pretty, and my husband called it an Abridg- 
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ment.' .... And if I give some account of my- 
Belf here in these few little sheeto prefixed to my 
' Journey thro' Italy,' you must kindly accept 

' The Abridgment.' " 

(The first pages of the manuscript are occupied 
by an account of her family and early life, substan- 
tially the same as that in the *' Autobiographical 
Jiemoira.") 

" My heart was free, my head full of Authors, Actors, 
Literature in every shape ; and I had a dear, dear 
'friend, an old Dr. Collier, who said he was sixty-six 
years old, I remember, the day I was sixteen, and whose 
instructions I prized beyond all the gayeties of early 
life : nor have I ever passed a day since we parted in 
which I have not recollected with gratitude the bound- 
less obligations that I owe hira. He was intimate with 
the famous James Harris of Salisbury, Lord Malmes- 
bury's father, of whom you have heard how Charles 
Townaheud said, when he took his seat in the House of 
Commons, — ' Who is this man ? ' — to hia next neigh- 
bour; *I never saw him before.' 'Who? Why, Harris 
the author, that wrote one book about Grammar [so he 
did] and one about Virtue.' * What does he come here 
forP' replies Spanish Charles; 'he will find neither 
Grammar nor Virtue here.' Well, my dear old Dr. 
Collier bad much of both, and delisted to shake the 
■ enp^^nx of his foil mind over mine, ready to receive 
instruction conveyed with so much tender assiduity." 

" In a few years (our Letters tell the date) Johnson 
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was introduced ; and now I must laugh at a ridiculous 
Retrospection, When I wae a very young wench, 
scarce twelve years old I trust, my notice was strongly 
attracted by a Mountebank in some town we were pass- 
ing through. * What a fine fellow ! ' said I ; ' dear 
Papa, do ask him to dinner with us at our inn I — or at 
least, Merry Andrew, because he could tell us such clever 
Btoriea of kia master.' My Father laughed sans inter- 
mission an hour by the dial, as Jacques once at Motley. 
— Yet did dear Mr. Conway's fency for H. L. P.'s con- 
versation grow up, at lirBt, out of something not unlike 
this, when, his high-polished mind and fervid imagina- 
tion taking fire from the tall Beacon bearing Dr. 
Johnson's fame above the clouds, he thought some in- 
formation might perhaps be gained by talk with the old 
female who so long carried eoala to it." She bas told 
all, or nearly all, she knew, — 

' And like poor Andrew must Advance, 
Mean mimic of iter master's dance, 
Sut Bimiles, like songa in lore. 
Describing much, too little prove.' 

So now, leaving Prior's pretty verses, and leaving Dr. 
Johnson too, who was himself severely censured for his 
rough criticism on a writer who bad pleased all in our 
Augustan age of Literature, poor H. L. P. turns egotist 
at eighty, and tells her own adventures." 

But the octogenarian egotist (adds the editor of the 
" Atlantic Monthly ") has something to tell about be- 

* " The firee of his magnificent mind were lighted by coals from 
ancient altats." — Mr. JaOtce Story on MUton. 
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side herself. Here is a paaaage of interest to the student 
of Shakspearian localities, and bearing on a matter in 
dispute &om the days of Malone and Chalmers : 

" For a long time, then, — or I thought it such, — 
my &te was bound up with the old G-lobe Theatre, 
upon the Bankside, Southwark ; the alley it had occu- 
pied having been puichased and thrown down by 
Mr, Thrale to make an opening before the windows 
of our dwelling-house. When It lay desolate in a 
black heap of rubbish, my Mother, one day, in a 
joke, called it the Buios of Palmyra ; and aft«r they 
had laid it down in a grass-plot. Palmyra was the name 
it went by, I suppose, among the clerks and servants of 
the brewhouse ; for when the Quaker Barclay bought 
the whole, I read that name with wonder in the Wri- 
ting" ..." But there were really curious remains 
of the old Globe Playhouse, which, though hexagonal 
in form without, was round within, as circles contain 
more space than other shapes, and Bees make their 
cells in hexagons only because that figure best admits 
of junction. Before I quitted the premises, however, 
I learned that Tarleton, the actor of those times, was 
not buried at St. Saviour's, Soutiiwatk, as he wished, 
near Maseinger and Crower, but at Shoreditch Church. 
He was the first of the profession whose fame was high 
enough to have his portrait solicited for to be set up as 
a sign ; and none but he and G-arrick, I believe, ever 
obtained that honour. Mr. Dance's picture of our 
friend David lives in a copy now in Oxford St, ' — ihe 
character King Richard." 

VOL. n. D 
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FEAGMENTS OF AUTOBIOGRAPHT. 

[The following bsignienta of autobiography, with one 
ezceptioQ, are in the shape of notes on the printed 
volumes of correspondence between Dr. Johnson and 
herself. They contain little that has not been already 
told in the Introduction ; bnt they hare each an indi- 
vidual interest independently of the facta.] 



THE CHABMING 8. S. 

" So you may set the Streatfield at defiance." — 
Johnson, Oct. 15, 1778 ; Letters, vol. ii p. 20. 

My dear and ever honoured Doctor Collier was the 
cause of my TnnlHng tills Miss Streatfield's acquaint- 
ance. I had learned from others that he dropped into 
her hands soon as dismissed from mine ; and that he 
gained ratlier than lost by the exchange, had long been 
my secret consolation. She was bnt fourteen or fifteen 
when they first met, and he was growing sickly. She 
did her own way, and her way was to wait on hvm, who 
instructed her in Greek, and who obtained &om her 
excess of tenderness for him, what I could not have 
bestowed. I have heard her say she grudged hU old 
valet the happiness of reaching him a glass of wine, 
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and out of her house' did he ' never more make his 
residence, but died in her arms, and was buried at her 
expense, the moment she came of age.' All these 
accoimta did I never cease listening to, till I observed 
mj beautiful friend, not contented with her legitimate 
succession to the heart of Doctor Collier, was endea- 
vouring to supplant me in the esteem of Mr. Thrale, 
whose good opinion, assailed vainly by Baretti, it was 
my business and my bounden duty to retain. Miss 
Thrale, now Lady Keith, was in thie case my coadjutor ; 
thoi^h she had acted in concert with Baretti, she 
abhorred this attack of Miss Streatfield, who was very 
dangerous indeed, both from her beauty and learning. 
Wit she possessed none of, and was as ignorant as an 
infant of 

" That whick befoie us lies in dftily life." 

No wonder Mr. Thrale, whose mind wanted some new 
object, since he had lost his son, and lost beside the 

* The attachment inefared bj Dr. CoUier in both his pnpila 
reaembleB that of Stella and YaneaBa to Swift, the growth of 
which is deecrihed in the Dean's best poem, "Cadenus and 
Vanessa " : — 

« I knew by what you sud and writ 
How dang'rouB thinga were men of wit ! 
You cautiou'd me sg^nst their channs. 
But never gave me equal arms. 
Your lessons found the weakest part, 
Aim'd at the head, but reach'd the heaii." 
The Edinburgh Heview imagines tiim to have been Arthur Ccl- 
iier, LL.D., described by the author of " Lives of the Civiliaus " 
as an ingemous but unsteady and eccentric man, the confidential 
law-advisei of the notorious DuGheae of Kingaton. 

B S 
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pleasure lie had taken in his business, before all know- 
ledge of it was shared with myself, — no wonder that 
he encouraged a sentimental attachment to Sophia 
Streatfield, who became daily more and more dear to 
him, and almost necessary. No one who visited us 
missed seeing hia preference of her to me ; but she was 
BO amiable and so sweet natured, no one appeared to 
blame him for the unusual and unrepteseed deUgbt he 
took in her agreeable society. I was exceedingly op- 
pressed by pregnancy, and saw clearly my successor in 
the feir S. S. aa we familiarly called her in the &unily, 
of which she now made constantly a part, and stood 
godmother to my new-born baby, by bringing which I 
only helped to destroy my own health, and disappoint 
my huBbtmd, who wanted a son. " Why Mr. Thrale is 
PeregrinuB Domi," said Dr. Johnson; "he lives in Clifford 
Street, I hear, all winter ; " and so he did, leaving his 
carriage at his sister's door in Hanover Square, that no 
inquirer might hurt his favourite's reputation ; which 
my behaviour likewise tended to preserve from injury, 
and we Uved on together as well as we could. Miss 
Browne, who aui^ encbantingly, and had been much 
abroad; Mise Bumey, whose powers of amusement were 
many and various, were my companions then at Streat- 
ham Park, with Doctor Johnson, who wanted me to be 
living at the Borough, because less inconvenient to hitti, 
so he said I passed my winter in Surrey, " feeding my 
(jiickens and starving my understanding : " but 1779* 
and the summer of it was coming, to biii^ on us a 
much m 
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THRALE'S ILLNESS. 



" Yo0B account of Mr. Thrale's illnese is very terrible." 
— Jokneonyjune 14, 1779; Letters, voL u. p. 47. 

My account of Mr. Thrale's illness had every reaaon 
to be terrible, fie had slept at Streatham Park, and 
left it after breakfast, looking as usual. 

His sister's husband, Mr. Xeabitt, often men- 
tioned in tbeae Letters and Memoirs, bad been dead 
peibt^ a fortnight Se was commercially connected, 
I knew, with Sir George Colebrook and Sir Some- 
thing Turner; but that was all I knew — and that 
was nothing. I knew of nothing between Thrale 
and them, till after my return from Italy, and was 
the more perhaps shocked and amazed when, sitting 
after dinner with Lady Keitb and Doctor Bumey 
and his daughter, I believe, my servant Sam opened 
the drawing-room door with un air effarS, saying : " My 
maater is come home, but there is something amiss." I 
started up, and saw a tall black female figure, who 
cried, "Don't go into the library, don't go in I say." 
My rushing by her somewhat rudely was all her pro- 
hibition gained: but there sat Mrs. Nesbitt holding 
her brother's band, who I perceived knew not a syllable 
of what was passing. So I called Dr. Bumey, begged 
him to By in the post-chaise, which was then waiting 
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for him, and send me Bome phTBician, Sir B. Jebb or 
Pepys, or if none else could be found, my old accoucheur. 
Doctor Broinfield of Gerard Street Twas he that 
came; and, convincing me it was an apoplectic seizure, 
acted accordingly, while the silly ladies went home 
quite contented I believe : only Mrs. Xesbitt said she 
thought he was ddirioua; and from her companion I 
learned that he had dined at their house, had seen 
the will opened, and had dropped as if lifeless from 
the dinner-table; when, instead of callii^ help, they 
called their cwriage, and brought him five or six miles 
out of town in that condition. Would it not much 
enrage one P From this dreadful situation medical art 
relieved Mr. Thrale, but the natural disposition to con- 
viviality degenerated into a preternatural desire for 
food, like Erisicthon of old 

" Cibua onmis in illo 
Causa cibi est ; eeiiip«rc[ue locua inanis edendo." 

It was a distressing moment, and the distress in- 
creasing perpetually, nor could any one persuade our 
patient to believe, or at least to acknowledge, he ever 
had been ill. With a person, the very wretched wreck 
of what it had been, no one could keep him at home. 
Dinners and company engrossed all his thoughts, and 
dear Dr. Johnson encouraged hitn in them, that he 
might not appear wise, or predicting his friend's cer- 
tainly accelerated dissolution. 

Death of the baby boy I carried in my bosom, was 
the natural consequence of the scene described here; 
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but I continued to carry him till a quarrel among the 
clerks, which I wa^ called to pacify, made a complete 
finish of the child, and nearly of me. The men were 
reconciled though, and my danger accelerated their 

reconcilement. 
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DEATH OP THEALE. 

" It was by bleeding till he faiated that hie life was 
saved." — Johnson, Ang. 24, 1780; LeUera, voh ii 
p. 185. 

Here is anotlier alliuion to that famous bleeding 
which certainly in Southwark did save the life of Mr. 
Thrale, and by its immediate effects ruined my nerves 
for ever. 

Sir Richard however aaid : " We have paid his heavy 
debt this time, but he must eat prudently in future." 
No one however could control his appetite, which 
Sir Lucas Pepys, who was at BrighthelmBtone, observing, 
commanded us to town, and took a house not 100 
yards from his own for us, in Grosvenor Square, and I 
went every day to the Borough, whence Lancaster, a 
favourite clerk third in command, was run away with 
1850^ Thither poor Dr. Delap followed me, begging a 
prologue to his new play, and I remember composing 
it in the coach, as I was driving up and down after 
Lancaster : but my business in Southwark was of far 
severer import 

Some fellow had incited our master to begin a new 
and ezpendve building to the amount of 20,0001., after 
the progress of which he was ever inquisitive, and kept 
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the plan of it in his beddiamher. So little did Dr. 
Johnson even then comprehend the strict awe I stood 
in of my iirat husband, that I well recollect his saying 
to me, " Madam I You should tear that foolish paper 
down : why 'tis like leaving a wench's loveletter in the 
apartments of a man whom you would wish to cure of 
his amorouB passion." God knows I durat as well en- 
counter death as disturb Mr. Thrale'a loveletters or his 
building plans. The next grand agony was seeing him 
send out cards of invitatioQ to a concert and supper on 
the 5th of April. He had himself chaiged Piozzi, who 
was the first to teU me, with care of the musical part of 
our entertainment, and had himself engaged the Farsees, 
a set of Orientals, who were shown at all the gay houses, 
-^the lions of the day. I could but call my coadjutors, 
Jebb and Pepys; who tried to counteract this frolic, but 
in vain. They were obliged to compromise the matter 
by making him promise to leave town for Streatham 
immediately after the 5th. " Leave London I lose my 
Banelagh season I" exclaimed their patient. " Why Sir, 
we wished you to be here, that our attendance might be 
more regular, and less expensipe: but since we fijjd you 
thus immanageable, you are safest at a distance." Now, 
Johnfion first began to see, or say he saw the danger, 
but 710W his lectures upon temperance came all too late. 
Poor Ml. Thrale answered him only by inquiring when 
lamprey season would come in ? requesting Sir Philip, 
who was dining with us, to write his brother, the Pre- 
bendary of Worcester, a letter, be^ng from hvm the 
first fish of that kind the Severn should produce. I 
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winked at Sir Philip, but he, following ub women half 
up stairs, said : " I understand you, Madam, hut imtat 
disohej. A friend I have known thirty-six years shall 
not ask a favour of me in Ms last stege of life and be 
refused. What difference can it make ? " Tears stood 
in his eyes, and my own prevented aU answer. In 
effect, that day was Mr. Thrale's last ! I saw Mm in 
Sir Eichard's arms at midnight. Fepys came at ten, 
and never left the house till early light showed me 
the way to Streatham : and firom thence, hoping still 
less disturbance, to Brighthelmstone : where we bad a 
dwelling house of our own, and wMther you will see the 
letters all addressed. 

This was thirty-four or thirty-five years ago, yet 
did I never completely recover my strength of body or 
of mind again. I am sure I never did I The shocks of 
1780 and 1781 are aotyet either recovered or forgotten 
by poor H. L. P. 
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DR. COLLIER. 



" Poor dear Dr. Collier." — Mra. Thrale to Johnson, 
Aug. 10, 1780; Lettera, vol. ii. p. 183. 

Perhaps this is no improper place to observe that 
Lid Bruy^re tells his readers with confidence how the 
firmest friendshipH will be always dissolved by the inter- 
vention of love seizing the heart of either party.* It 
may be so : but certainly the sentiment with which dear 
Dr. Collier inspired me in 1757 remains unaltered now 
in the year 1815. After my father's death my kind and 
prudent mother, resolving I should marry Mr. Thrale, 
and fearing possibly lest my Preceptor should foment 
any disinclination which she well knew would melt in 
her influence, or die in her displeasure, resolved to part 
us, and we met no more : but never have I failed re- 
membering him with a preference as completely distinct 
from the venerating solicitude which hung heavily over 
my whole aoul whilst connected wiUi Doctor Johnson, 
as it was from the strong connubial duty that tied my 
every thought to Mr. Thrale's interest, or from the 
fervid and attractive passion which made twenty years 
passed in Piozzi's enchanting society seem like a happy 

* "No ineud like to a woman man discovera, 

So that ttey have not been, nor may be, lovera." 

Bntdir. 
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dream of twenty hours. My first friend formed my 
mind to resemble kia. It never did resemble that of 
either of my husbands, and in that of Doctor Johnson's 
mine was swallowed up and lost. Oh true were these 
words, put together so long ago : — 

" The Bentdment 1 feel for you 
No pow'r on eartli ahsll e'er Bubdue j 
No pow'i on eartli shall e'er remove, 
Nor pungent grief nor ardent love." 

Sophia Streatfield too, if yet living, will bear testimony 
to the strange power of Doctor Arthur Collier over tiie 
minds of his youthful pupils when past seventy years 
old, and to the day of his death, which when I knew 
her, she lamented annually, by wearing a black dress, &c 
If he did not bum my letters, Latin exercises, &c, she 
possesses them. 

Mr. Thrale's passion for her sbe played with ; a little 
perhaps diverting herself hy mortifying me, but there 
was no harm done, I am confident. He thought her a 
thing at least semi-celestial ; had he once found her out 
a mere mortal woman, his flame would have blazed 
out no more. And it did blaze frightfully indeed 
during one dreadfol attack of the apoplexy at our 
Borough house, alluded to in these letters, page 178, 
when by Sir Bichard Jebb's conditional pennisBJon, 
Shaw the apothecary bled Mr. Thrale usque ad deli- 
quium, and I thought all over, ^"hen, however, tem- 
porary and apparent recovery followed the horrid 
process of stimulating cataplasms which awakened him 
trom coma to delirium, that delirium only appeased by 
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bleeding quite to faintness ; when he had remained 
mute five long dap ; not speaking a consolatory word 
to one of us; Mends, sisters, daughters, clerks, phy- 
sicians, — no sooner was Sophy Streatfield's voice heard 
in Southwark, than our patient sate up in bed, con- 
versed with her without hesitation, and even said, with 
a complimentary smile, kissing her hand, that the visit 
she had made that day, had repaid all his sufieriogs. 
It was from this attack, when he recovered, that Law- 
rence, Jebb, &c sent us to Bath, whence rioters dis- 
lodged and drove us to Brighthelmstone. From thence 
we returned to London : a ready-furnished hotise in 
SroBvenc^ Square being thou^t the best place by 
medical advisers, ^^le Perkins assured Doctor Johnson 
that his master would be aafeat, in every respect, at a 
dista/nee &om his huameaa. 
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THE ALE'S WILL.— SALE OF THE BREWERY. 

"We read the will to-day." — Joknaon, April 5, 1781 ; 
lettere, voLiu p. 192. 

It was Qeither kind or civU, you will say, to open 
the will in my absence, but Mr. Thrale had been 
both civil and kind in labouring to restore to me 
the Welsh estate, which I had meant to give him in our 
moments of uneasiness when I became possessed of it 
by Sir Thomas Salusbury's death, from whom we had 
once expected Offley Place in Hertfordshire, and all its 
wide domain. Notwithstanding that disappointment, 
my husband left me the interest of 50,000i. for my lif^ 
doubtless in return for my diligence during our dis- 
tresses in 1772, because it is specified to be given over 
and above what was provided in our marriage settle- 
ment. He left me also the plate, pictures, and linen of 
both houses, forgetting even to name Brighthelmstone, 
BO all I had bought for that place fell to the ladies (who 
said loudly what a wretched match their poor papa had 
made). It was not so, however. Mr. Thrale had re- 
ceived the rents and profits from Wales, 9000(., and had 
cut timber for 4000^. more. My mother and my aunts, 
and an old Doctor Bernard Wilson, had left me 50001. 
among them, more or less, and I carried 10,000^ in my 
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hand, so that the family was benefited by me 28,O0Oi. 
at the lowest, besides having been, as King Richard 
expresses it, 

"A jttdc-IioiBe in tiieirgivat aS&in." 

On Mr. Thrale's death I kept the counting-house from 
nine o'clock every morning till five o'clock every even- 
ing till June, when Crod Almighty sent us a knot of 
rich Quakers who bought the whole, and saved me and 
my coadjutors from brewing ourselvefl into another 
bankruptcy, which hardly could, I think, have been 
avoided being, as we were five in number, Cator, 
Crutchley, Johnson, myself, and Mr. Smith, all with equal 
power, yet all incapable of using it without help from 
Mr. Perkins, who wished to force himself into partner- 
ship, though hating the whole lot of us, save only me. 
Upon my promise, however, that if he would find us a pur- 
chaser, I would present his wife with my dwelling-house 
at the Borough, and all its fumitiure, he soon brought 
forward these Quaker Barclays, from Pennsylvania I be- 
lieve they came, — her own relations I have heard — and 
they obtained the brewhouse a prodigious bargain, but 
Miss Thrale was of my mind to part with it for 150,000^ ; 
and I am sure I never did repent it, as certainly it was 
best for us fire females at the time, although the place 
has now doubled its value, and although men have almost 
always spirit to spend, while women show greater reso- 
lution to spare. 

Will it surprise you now to hear that, among all my 
fellow executors, none but Johnson opposed selling the 
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concern P Cator, a rich timber merchant, was afraid of 
implicating his own credit as a conmiercial man. 
Crutchley hated Perkins, and lived upon the verge of a 
quarrel with him every day while they acted together. 
Smith cursed the whole husiness, and wondered what his 
relation, Mr. Thrale, could mean by leaving him 2001. 
he said, and such a burden on Mb back to bear for it. 
All were well pleased to find themBelves secured, and 
the brewhouse decentltf, though not very advantageously 
disposed of, except dear Doctor Johnson, who found 
some odd delight in signing drafts for hundreds and 
for thousands, to him a new, and as it appeared delight- 
ful, occupation. When all was nearly over, however, I 
cured his honest heart of its incipient passion for trade, 
by letting him into some, and only some, of its mys- 
teries. The plant, as it is called, was sold, and I gave 
God thanks upon 'WMt Sunday, 1781, for sparing me 
&rther perplexity, though at the cost of a good house, &c 
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rmST ACQUAINTANCE WITH PIOZZI. 

*' You have got Piozzi again." — Johnson to Mrs. 
Thrale, Dec. 3, 1781. 

Dr. JohnsoD, mentioning dear Piozzi, bas encour^ed 
me to tell how and where our acquaintance began. I 
was at Brighthelmstone tn August 1780, or thereabout, 
when the rioters at JBath had driveo my aick husband 
and myself and Miss Thrale (Fanny Bumey went home 
to her father) into Sussex for change of place. I had been 
in the sea early one morning, and was walking with my 
eldest daughter on the cliff, when, seeing Mr, Piozzi 
stand at the library door, I accosted him in Italian, and 
asked him if he would like to give that lady a lesson or 
two whilst at Brighton, that she might not be losing her 
time. He replied, coldly, that he was come thither 
himself merely to recover his voice, which he feared was 
wholly lost ; that he was composing some music, and 
lived in great retirement! so I took my leave, and we 
continued our walk, Mias Thrale regretting she had lost 
such an opportunity ; but on our returning home the 
same day, Mr. Piozzi started out of the shop, begged my 
pardon for not knowing me before, protested his readi- 
ness to do anything to oblige me, and his concern for 
not being able to contribute to our amusement, but 

TOL. n. E 
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that I should command everything in hie now limited 
power. 

We parted, and at breakfast the post brought me a 
letter from the present Madame D'Arblay, saying that 
her father's iiiend, Mr. Piozzi, was gone to Brighthelm- 
stone, where she hoped we should meet, for though he 
had lost his voice, his musical powers were enchanting, 
a3id that I should find him a companion likely to 
lighten the biuxlen of life to rne, as he vaajtiet a mail 
to my natural taste. This letter is existing now, and 
that was her expression. Mr. Thrale found his per- 
.formance on the forte-piano so superior to everything 
then heard in England, and in short took such a fancy 
to his society, that we were seldom apart, except 
while Mr. Piozzi was studying to compose the six fine 
-Bonatas, that he dedicated to his favourite pupil. Mias 
Child, afterwards Lady Westmoreland. His voice 
strengthened by sea-bathing, but never recovered the 
astonishing powers he brought with him first from Italy. 
I fancied they would have returned when we went 
abroad together four years after, but they never did ; 
and he was contented in future to delight, without sur- 
prising, his hearers, unless they had indeed taste 
enough to understand that unrivalled Tnatmer of sing- 
ing, which he as tenor, and Pacchierotti aa soprano, 
had completely to themselves. 

Mr. Piozzi was the son of a gentleman of Bre^ia in 
Lombordy, who meant him for the Church and educated 
him accordingly ; but he resisted the celibat, escaped 
from those who would have made him take the vow8> 
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and as Ms uncle s^d, " Ah, Gabrieli, thou wilt nerer get 
nearer the altar than the organ-loft," so it proved. He 
ran from the Yenetiaa state to Milan, where Maichese 
D'Araciel proved his constant friend and protector, and 
encour^ed him in his fancy for trying-Paris and London, 
instead of being a burden to his parents, who had four- 
teen children, a limited income, and many pecuniary 
uneasinesses. Whilst here, his fame reached the Queen 
of France, who sent for him and Sacchini, the great 
opera composer, and it was when they came back loaded 
with presents, and honours, and emoluments, that Dr. 
Johnson congratulated me on having got Piozzi again. 
Sacchini returned and died at Paris, but Piozzi ataid 
(till I drove him from me), notwithstanding all the 
ofiFers of the Court of France, when I was living at 
Bath, " deserted, spiritless, afflicted, fallen." 
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DOMESTIC TRIALS. 

"You can hardly think how bad I have been whilst you 
were in all your altitudes at the opera, and all the fine 
places, and thinking little of me." (Johnson, Dec. 20, 
1783; Lettera, vol. ii. p. 52.) She repliea: "My 
health, my children, and mj fortune, dear Sir, are fast 
coming to an end, I think — not so my sorrows. Harriet 
is dead, and Cicely is dying." Her manuBcript com- 
mentary on these paas^^ is : 

" Dear Harriet died of measles, hooping-cough, and 
Btrumoua swellings in the neck and throat, 1783. Lucy 
had fallen a sacrifice to the same train of evils ; and 
Cecilia, now Mrs. Mostyn, had her health so shaken 
after the date of this letter, that it was with the utmost 
difficulty she recovered. Mr. Piozzi and I had made 
what we considered as our final parting in London about 
a month before, when I requested him to tame the 
newspapers by quitting England, and leave me to endure 
my debts, my distractions, and the bitter reproaches of 
my family as I could. He had given up all my letters, 
promi.<ieB, &c., into Miss Thrale's hands (now Lady 
Keith). You laughed when I told you that his ex- 
pression was : * Take it to you your mamma, and make 
it of her a countess ; It shall kill me, I know, but it 
shall kill her too.' Miss Thr&le took the papers, and 
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turned her back on him, I remember. Well! Sir Lucas 
Fepys alone knew the true state of my heart. He pitied 
me, kept my secret inviolable, behaved like a brother 
to me, and told aU the inquirers that I was Very ill 
indeed, and that he had advised Bath. 

" To Bath I went, and Piozzi prepared for his melan- 
choly journey, having first lent me a thousand pounds^ 
for which I remitted the interest to Italy, and onr ladies 
said I had bought him off ivith their money : so the 
calumny outlived even our separation. He had not left 
London when I vras summoned to attend the two littlv 
girls at Mrs. Ray's school, Bussel House, Streatham ; but 
I refused another painful interview, however earnestly 
my lover begged it. I breakfasted -mtix Sir Lucas Pepya : 
told him my heroism, and never knew till Piozzi told me 
after he returned to England, that he bad been sitting 
at a front window of some public-hoose' on the road all 
that dreadful Saturday, to see my carriage pass f>a^- 
wards and forwards to Whefe the children resided. Oh 
what moments I oh what momento ! but I went back to 
Bath. We lived in Eussel Street, where I found my 
three eldest daughters at their work and their drawings. 
I think they scarcely said ' How d'ye do ? or how does 
Cecilia do ? ' and we went On together without either 
rough words or smooth ones. Dr. St^er, to whom 
Pepys had recommended the care of my health, cut his 
ovm throat, and Doctors Woodward (of the pretty house 
in Gay Street) and Dobson, from Liverpool, were our 
medical advisenu 

"Doctor Johnson never came to look for me at 
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Streatliajn, where I lodged duriDg Cecy'a'dabger " ; and 
I Would not go into London for fear of encountering 
Piozzi'a eyes somewhere. So I only stopped at Pepys' 
house for an hour, close to Hyde Park, and away to 
Bath again, where one curious thing befell me, and but 
«ne. You have heard of many severities shown me, 
BOW hear of one man like yourself. My tuaid came to 
me half-alarmed, half-pleasant somehow, and said : ' I 
have had a king's messenger sent to me, Madam ; biit 
here's the letter, ^d the man is gone again. I offered 
him money, but he had orders to take none.' 
- " The letter said : — 

" ' Mapau, — Let nothing add to your present pain, 
as no one surely deserves so much happiness. Your 
letter is gone safe ; I transmitted the amiable contents 
to Mr. Piozzi, who will receive it in due time ; but you 
should be careful not to send another packet unpaid 
for, unless you would direct it to me. Your signing no 
name, and dating, forced me to peruse every word of a 
letter in three languages which no one could so have 
written but Mrs. Thrale, to whom I wish all that such 
fiaerit and virtue, &c &c. &c 

" ' Jackson, 
" ' Comptroller of the Foreign Post Office.' 

" He had directed the letter to my maid ! 
. "We left our cards with this gentleman as soon as 

* Yet he. wrote to ccminend her going there. — LMerg, vol. ii. 
p.286. - 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



in UNEXPECTED FAIEHD. U 

ve were married, of course, and he made us a fine 
dinner and a grand entertainment, and I saw for the 
first time my kind friend and admirer, Mr. Jackeon. 
Poor fellow I he soon died, but not till Mr. Piozzi had 
sung with his daughter, and given him all the pleasure 
he was capable of receiving in the last stage of life, 
and a miaerable state of health." 
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FOEEIGN TOUR. 

"Pbbyail on Mt. Piozzi to settle in England." — John- 
ami, July 8, 1784 ; Letters, voL iL p. 376. 

Dr. Johnson's advice corresponded exactly with Mr. 
Fiozzi's intentions. He was impatient to ehow Italy to 
me and me to the Italians, but never meant to forbear 
bringing his wife home again, and showing he had 
brought her. Well aware of the bustle hia marri^e 
made, it was his moat earnest wish that every doubt of 
his honour and of my happiness should be dispelled; so 
that whilst our ladies and Madame D'Arblay, that was 
Miss Bumey, and Baretti, and all the low Italians of 
the Haymarket who hated my husband, were hatching 
stories how he had sold ray jointure, had shut me up in 
a convent, &6,, we made our journey to otir residence 
in Italy as showy as we possibly could. All the English 
at every town partook of ottr hospitality ; the inhabitants 
came flocking, nothing loth, and we sent presents to 
our beautiful daughters by every hand that would carry 
them. Miss Thrale was of age by now, and I left Misa 
Nicholson, the bishop's grand-daughter, whom they 
appeared to like exceedingly, ivith tKem, but she soon 
quitted het post on observing that they gave people to 
understand she was a cast mistress of dear Fiozzi, who 
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never saw her face out of their company, exo^t once at 
a dinner visit. 

But I have not told you our parting. That I resided 
at £ath, these letters are a proof; that my reeidenoe 
was a wretched one, needs no asserting. Insults at 
home, and spiteful expressions in every letter &om the 
guardians, broke my spirits quite down; and letters 
from my grieving lover, when they did come, helped to 
render my life miserable. I meant not to call Mm 
home till all my debts were paid ; and my uncle's widow, 
Lady Salusbury, had threatened to seize upon my Welsh 
estate if I did not repay Aer money, lent by Sir Thomas 
S^usbury to my Either ; money in eflPect which poor 
papa had borrowed to give him when he was a student 
at Cambridge, and your little friend just bom. This 
debt, however, not having been cancelled, stood ^^ainst 
me as heiress. I had been forced to borrow from the 
ladies ; and Mr. Crutchley, when I signed Iby mortgage 
to them for 7000^, said: "Now, Madam, call your 
daughters in and thank them ; make them your best 
cv-rtaey" (with a aneer) " for keeping you out of a gaoL" 
He added 500{. or 800J, more, and I paid that off as 
alluded to " ; but Doctor Johnson knew how I was dis- 
tressed, and you see how even he had been writing ! ! 

Will you wonder to hear how ill I was ? After much 
silent suffering. Doctor Dobson, who felt for me even to 

* Dr. Johnson wrote to Mn. Tbrale, London, April lOtli, 1784 : — 
" I Eim Benfiible of the ease that your lepajment of Ur. Crutehley 
has gives : yon felt yourself gmie 1>y that debt : is titera an Ea- 
gliah word for it P " 
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tears, left me one evening in the slipper batih, and I 
suppose ran to Lady Keith, and spoke with some ae- 
Terity ; for she came into the room with him, and said, 
" The doctor t«ll8 me. Madam, he must write to Mr. 
Fiozzi about your health ; will you be pleased to tell us 
where to find him ? " "At Milan, my dear," was the 
faint reply, " with his friend, the Marquis d'Araciel (a 
Spanish grandee); hia palace, Milan, ia sufBcient direc- 
tion." " Milan I " exclaimed they all at once, for not 
one word had ever passed among us concerning him or 
his destination. " Milan ! " So Doctor Bobson, I trust, 
took pen and ink, and the next day I was better. Miss 
Thrale declared her resolution to go to their own house 
at Biighthelmstone, Mid I entreated permission to at- 
tend them. Short journeys, change of air, &c., helped 
to revive me, and Miss Nicholson went with us to 
Stonehenge, Wilton, &c in our way to Sussex, whence 
I returned to Bath to wait for PiozzL He was here 
the eleventh day after he got Dobson's letter. In 
twenty-eix more we were married in London by the 
Spanish ambassador's chaplain, and returned hither to he 
married by Mr. Morgan, of Bath, at St. James's Church, 
July 25, 1784." 

• A copy of the certificate w«e found among her papers ! 

"Anno Domini 1784, die vero 23 Julij, nullo impediment* 
det«cto, rite in matrimonio conjuncti fuere Gabriel Piozzi, et 
Heater Lynch Thrale, preesenlibus nolde teatibus Aloisio Borghi, 
Francisco Mecci, et Angelica Borghi. 

" P*- me KiCHABDCif Smith, 

"Nous Jean Balthiizar d'Adhemar de mont Falcon des pre- 
inieis Comtes BOUrerainB d'Orange ; Monteliman, Orignsn, See, 
gouvemeuT dee villes et ChStesuz de Dieppe, grand B^; d'ep^« 
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: Greenland, the .solicitor my husbanii now employed, 
discovered 1600/. still due to me, which waa paid oil 
demand ; and for the rest of llie deht, Piozzi, laughing, 
said it would be discharged in three years at farthest. 
So it was ; and I felt as much, I think, of astonishment 
as pleasure. From London we went immediately to 
Paris, Lyons, Turin, Genoa, and Milan ; where, as the 
Travel Book tells you, we spent the winter, and where 
the Marquis of Araciel and his family paid me most dis- 
tinguished attention. There Mr. Parsons dined with us, 
I remember, and left me a copy of complimentary verses 
too long to insert here ; but we met again the following 
summer at Florence, where we were living in a sort of 
literary coteiie with Mr. and Mrs. Greatiiead, Mr, Merly, 
whom his friends called Delia Crusca, and a most agree- 
able et <ietera of English and Italians. We had designed 
^ving a splendid dinner on our wedding-day to Lord 
Pembroke and the whole party, and Mr. Parsons pre- 
sented me verses which will not be understood except I 

de MonteB et de Meulan, Chevalier de Tordre Bojal et Militairo 
de St. louis, premier ecuyer da Madame Elizobet de France, 
Marecbal dea Camps et armies du Boy et Son Ambassadeur 
extraordinaire et plenipotentiaire aupree de sa mf^eatfi britta- 
nique, &c. 

" Certifions que la Signature apposSe a I'acte cy de pied eat reri- 
tablement celle de M. Bichaid Smith que pleine et entiere confl- 
ODce doit J etre ajout^ taut en jugement que de hors, en foi de 
quoi noua avous Sigii€ le present, fait coutresigner par I'dii de 
nos SecretaireB, et appoad le sceau ds uos armeB. Donuti a notre 
liotel le Vingt-eept Juillet mil Sept cent quatre viogt quatre. 
(Signed) " Le C" d'Asbehab. 

" Par BOQ excellence 
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write out my own, that proToked them. He had written 
a hymn to Venns, so I Baid : — 

While Venus inspires, and such verses you sing 

As Prior might envy and praise ; 
While Merry can mount on tite eagle's wide wing, 

Or melt in the nightingale's lays : 
On the beautiful banks of this classical stream 

While Bertie can carelessly rove, 
Dividing his hours, and varying his theme 

With philosophy, friendship, and love ; 

In vain all the beauties of nature or art 

To rouze my tranquillity tried ; 
Too often, said I, has this languishii^ heart 

For the joys of celebrity sigh'd. 
Now Booth'd by soft music's seducing deligbt«. 

With reciprocal tenderness blest ; 
"So more will I pant for poetical flights. 

Or let vanity rob me of rest. 

The Slave and the Wrestlers, what are they to me? 

From plots and contentions removed ; 
And Job with still less satas&ction I see, 

'^lien I think of the pains I have prov'd. 
It was thus tihat I sought in oblivion to drown 

Eadi thought from remembrance that flows : 
Thus &ncy was stagnant I honestly own> 

But I called the st^nation repose. 

Now, wak'd by my countrymen's voice once again 
To enjoyment of pleaanres long past; 
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Her powers elaetic the gouI shall regain. 

And recall her original taste. 
Like the loadstone that long lay conceal'd in tiie earth, 

Among metals which gUtter'd around ; 
Inactive her talents, and only call'd forth. 

When the ore correspondent was found. 

To these lines Mr. Parsons brought the following very 
flattering answer, which he repeated after dinner : — 

" To Mrs. Piofzi. 

" Tho' Booth'd by soft music's sedueing delights. 

And blest with reciprocal love ; 
These cannot impede your poetical flights, 

For still friends to the Muses they prove. 
Then sitting so gaily your table around. 

Let us all with glad sympathy view 
What joys in this fortuqate union abound. 

This union of wit and virtti, 

" May the day tii^t Qow sees you so mutually blest 

In full confldence, love, and esteem, 
Still return ^th increasing delight to your breast, 

And be Hymen your favourite theme I 
Nor fear that your fertile strong genius should fail. 

Each thought of stagnation dispel ; 
The feme which eo long has attended a Thrale, 

A Piozzi alone shall excel. 

** Ah the ore must for ever obedient be found 
By tlie loadstone attracted along : 
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So in Eogland jou drew all the poeta around, ' 
By the ma^cal force of your song : 

The; same power on Amo's &ir aide you retain ; 
Your talents with wonder we see : 

And we hope from your converse those talenta to 
gain. 
The' like nu^etA — in smaller degree." 

Now if I should live to add any more anecdotes of 
my life, or any more verses to amuse you, they would 
come best at the end of my Joumey-Book ; and if you 
will send it, perhaps I may add a leaf or two. — iSth 
December, 1815. 
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RESIDENCE IN ITALT. 

(A sepfifate and detached manuscript) 

Before we b^ao our journey, my good husband 
bespoke a magnificeiit carriage capable of coDtaining 
every possible accommodation, and begged me to take tea 
enough and books enough ; but when looking over the 
last article he saw " Diodati's Italian Bible, with Notes" 
(thifiwas in 1784, 1 remember), "AhcieI!"heeKlaimed, 
" this will bring us into trouble. Be content, my dear 
creature, with an English Bible, and reflect that you are 
not travelling as you ought to be, like a Protestant lady 
of quality, but as the wife of a native, an acknowledged 
Papist, and one determined to remain so." I replied, 
from my heart, that I desired to appear in his coimtiy 
in no other character than that of his wife ; that I would 
preserve my religious opinions inviolate at Milan, as he 
did his at London ; and that all would go on, to use his 
own phrase, all' ottima perfezzvme. Observing an un- 
dertoned expression, however, saying, "They shall tease 
queef anima bella as little as I can help," my heart /s2t 
(though I changed the conversation) that my mind 
must prepare itself for controversy. The account of 
temptations he told me I should undergo of another 
kind I drove from me with unaffected laughtec b«t 
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perceived that hs was best pleased when I replied to 
them with equally unaffected but more serious pro- 
testetions of ezdusive and unalterable love. 

He was right all the while. When we arrived at 
Milan, our abiding place, I perceived the men of quality 
and bon ton considered me as fair game to shoot their 
senseless attentions at ; and my sometimes cold, some- 
times indignant, reception of their odd complimentary 
addresses, was received at first with most unmerited 
displeasure, and in a short time with admiration no less 
undeserved. Conjugal fidelity being a thing they had 
no conception of, and each concluding I kept my favours 
for some one else, nothing undeceived them but my 
strictly adbered-to resolution of never suffering a tHe~& 
tite with any man whatever except my husband, and 
laughing with them in company, saying we inhabited a 
Casa Fidele, and should do honour to the residence. 

The truth is, old Comte Fidele, a widower of seventy 
years old, said his house was too big for him (an invalid), 
and gave us up the winter dde of his palace for a year, 
paying only 80^ My bed-chamber, twenty-seven feet 
long and eighteen feet high, was lighted by one immense 
window at the end, and looked over the naviglio to the 
beautiful mountains of Brianza. Out of this went a 
handsome square room ^ere I received my company 
in common. Out of that we walked into a large dinner 
apartment, next to which was the servants' hall (as we 
should call it, but known in Italy by name of anti- 
camera), where and from whence the servants answered 
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the bell. Through this opened the best drawing-room, 
with two fire-places, two large glass lustres, four eaor- 
taous windows with yellow damask curtains I am 
ashamed to say how long, but my maid always said they 
were eight yards from top to bottom. Her apartment 
opened through tkie ; for all were passt^ rooms, and a 
small pair of stairs led to a lovely cold bath. I have 
not done yet. Behind my magniiiceiit bed of white- 
watered tabby, and very clean, a door opened into a 
large light closet where I kept my books ; and through 
that a commodious staircase led to Mr. Piozzi's bed- 
chamber, and a beautiful dressing-room or study, where 
he was supposed to receive company, people on business, 
&c. AU this very well furnished indeed for four-score 
poimds a year 1 1 A. n. 1784. 

The showy valet was a Frenchman hired at Paris, the 
gaudy butler out of liveiy resembling nothing but a gold 
fish, had eighteen pence a day, and the man cook no less. 
One woman, besides my own English Abigail, formed our 
household ; a word I should not have used, for they all 
walked home in the evening, after the wives and children 
&c. had been brought into the kitchen almost literally to 
lick the plates. It seemed very odd, but I believe Mr. 
Fiozzi paid everybody every night of his life. I remember 
his asking me one day what I thought our dinner came 
to ; we were eight at table, the dishes seven and nine. 
When I had made some ridiculous conjectures, he showed 
.me that the whole expense, wine included, was thirteen 
shillings of our money, no more, and I expected to bear 
him say how happy he was. Not a bit ; he was happy 

TOL. n. r 
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only in my attachment and society; Ms countrymen 
were his scourge. They told him, as I was a Protestant 
I wa3 of course an infidel, and should be a favourite at 
the Grennan court which the Emperor kept at Milan. 
So I was ; but one day when some of our Italian eccle- 
siastics dined with u» and met the Austrian Count 
Kinigh, the Viennese librarian, &c, who endeavoured 
to play upon the natives, ridiculing their superstitions, 
&c., I could bear no more of what they called philo- 
sophy, the lesa perhaps because they hoped I should be 
pleased with such discourse, and much amazed our 
Milanese friends by saying, when applied to, that I 
really thought the thoma of ancient philoaophy were 
now only fit to bum in the fire, unless we could make 
a hedge of them to fence in the possession of Ghristiuk 
truth. 

This speech won all the old abates' hearts at once, 
and was echoed about with ten times the praise it 
deserved. I was now assailed on every side to become 
a Bomanist, for GatkolicB I never would submit to call 
them who excluded from salvation every sect of our 
religion but their own. Dear Fiozzi grew more and 
more weary of this controversial chat ; but it was comical 
to see with how much pleasure he witnessed my gaining 
even a momentary triumph over these men, skilled in 
disputation, and masters of their own languj^;e. " Are 
you a Calvinist, Madam ? " said one of the Monsignori. 
" Certainly not," was the reply. " Do you kneel to re- 
ceive the Sacrament ? " " / do." " And are not those 
fellows damned who do receive it standing or sitting ?" 
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« I believe not" said I. " Oar blessed Lord did not 
himself eat the passover according to the etiict rules of 
the Mosaical law, which insists on its being eaten stand' 
ing ; whereas we know that Jesus Christ reclined on a 
triclinium, as was the usf^e of Home and of the times. 
Nay, perhaps he was pleased to do so that such disputes 
should not arise ; or, if arising, that his example might 
be appealed to." " What proof have you of oiu- Saviour's 
reclining on a triclinium ? " " St John's leaning on his 
breast at supper," said I. " Oh, that was at common 
meals, not at the passover." " Excuse me, my lord, it 
was at the last solemn supper, which we all com- 
memorate with our best intentions, some one way, some 
another. Their method is not yours, neither is it Tnine; 
let us beware of judging lest we ourselves be judged." 
" Fetch me a Bible, Sir," said Monsignore. " I will bring 
mine," said I. "Excuse me now, Madam," replied my 
antagonist ; " we cannot abide but by the Vulgate." 
Canonico Palaazi offered to go ; I b^ged of him to buy 
me one at the next bookseller's thiee doors off. My 
victory was complete, and I have the Bible still which 
won it for me. 

All this, however delightful, grew very wearisome 
and a little dangerous ; and we were glad when spring 
time came that we might set out upon our travels. 

Every new comer from that country (England) told 
US how all ill-reports had subsided, how the Cardinal 
Prince d'Orini's civilities had been related up and down, 
-and in short that we_ had but to return, secure of evpiy 
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comfort Great Britain could afford. Mr. Piozzi said, 
the moment every debt should be discharged, that he 
would turn his horses' heads towards the island he had 
always preferred to every other place ; and, so saying, 
we travelled on, as happy in leaving Milan as in ar- 
riving there. Au reste, as the French say, few things 
befell us worth recording, except Count Manucci's visit 
He had been intimate with Mr. Thiale in England, as 
Johnson's letters abundantly testify, and bad taken a 
fancy to Mr. Piozzi at Paris, when he was there with 
Sacchini. Hearing, therefore, of his marriage, he came 
one morning, but never had a notion that it was with 
me he had connected himself. ' Ah, Madame ! ' ex- 
claimed the Count, * quel cofip de Tb^tre I ' when the 
door opened, and showed him an old acquaintance with 
a new name. This was the nobleman who, I told you, 
lamented so tenderly that his sister's children were 
counterfeited. 

We return to the Biographical Anecdotes : 
The tetters &om our daughters had been cold and 
nnfrequent during the whole absence ; a little more so 
as we approached nearer home. The newspapers had 
told of our exploits at Brussels, and public good-hu- 
mour seemed disposed to wait and even to meet bur 
return. Feetor, the government officer at Dover, would 
not even look into our portmanteaus, trunlis, &c. ; and 
I saw instantly that the tide was turned. Numberless 
cards were left at the Royal Hotel, where we remained 
till a house in Hanover Square was fitted up to receive 
us, and on the 22nd of Hay, we opened with a concert 
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and supper, the more willingly as Mr. Cator, in whose 
hands we placed our pecuniary adairs at starting, pro- 
nounced the mortgage paid o£f, and 1500J. in the bank 
to begin with. This Mr. Cator had been one of our 
insulting enemies ; waa acting executor to Mr. Thrale, 
and guardian to hia daughters ; had said that I should 
be soon deceased, but my death would be concealed by 
Mr. Piozzi, while he enjoyed my jointure, &c. ; tkw 
man's approbation was indeed a triumph, and we now 
intended to be happy. 

Cecilia had been left at Bay and Fray's school 
at Streatbam, with friends I could depend on ; but 
Lady Keith removed her thence, and placed her at 
Stevenson's, Queen Square, without my knowledge 
or consent. We kept our distance then, and so 
did they j meeting only in public I took my little 
mad-headed Cecilia home, and we had maatera to 
her, &c. Nor do I know when the sisters and I should 
have met again, had not she grown so fast that at four- 
teen years old or six months more, Mr. Piozzi felt him- 
self alarmed, and was advised by our friends, Lord 
Huntingdon, Sir Charles Hotham, and the Greatheads, 
with whom we lived familiarly, to put the young lady 
into Chancery, a measure he was most earnest to adopt. 
We were at Streatham Park, but I observed my husband 
unusually anxious, when an old Mr. Jones who had 
married Sir William Fowler's daughter, my mother's 
first cousin, told me that the Miss Thrales had made over- 
tures of reconciliation through kim (who lived much 
with us), and that he should make a breakfast party for 
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US all at hie house in CaTendish Square, with my per- 
misaioQ. It was the middle of the l^ench Revolution, 
so there was talk enough, and the day went on very 
well, with an invitation to the ladies for Easter Tues- 
day, I remember ; and Pisani, the Venetian ambassador, 
Lord and Lady Coventry, and 130 people, in short, 
witnessed our gaiety and mutual good humour. Three 
weeks more, however, had scarce elapsed before Miss 
Thrale, now Viscountess Keith, came down on horse- 
back, and said she must speak to us on busvneaa. It 
was to beg Mr, Piozzi would not put Cecilia into Chan- 
cery. Their fortunes, they alleged, would be examined 
by lawyers, and dear Mr. Cator's accounts too would be 
hauled over, with which they were well contented ; 
alluding, besides this, to some undisclosed dealings and 
connexions of their father's, wholly new and very sur- 
prising to me, who had no notion of his affairs beyond 
the counting-house and brewhouae yard. In short, 
they frighted us into every compliance they could wish, 
then kept their distance as before, sending perpetually 
for Cecy. 

Libels and odd ill-natured speeches appeared some- 
times in the public prints, and one day of the ensuing 
winter, when I was airing my lap-dogs in a retired part 
of Hyde Park, Lord Fife came up to me, and after a 
moment's chat, said, " Would you like to know your 
friends from your enemies ? " in a Scotch accent. " Yes, 
very much, my lord," was tiie reply. " Ay, but have 
you strength of mind enough to bear my intelligence ? " 
** Make haste and tell me, dear my lord," said I. " Why 
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then the Bumeya are your enemies, that ao fostered and 
fondled ; more than that, Baretti has been making up 

a libel and every mi^aziDe has refused 

it entrance except a new work carried on by the female 
Bumey." " Never mind," replied I, " nobody will 
read their work ; I feel as I oij^ht towards your lord- 
ship's friendship, which you cannot prove better than 
by not naming the subject ; it will die away, so will the 
authors ; good morrow, and a thousand thanks." . . . 
My own books came out one by one : they pleased, and 
I suffered not these tormentors much to vex me. We 
went on spending our money at and upon Streatham 
Park, till old Mr. Jones and the wise Marquis Trotti 
advised Piozzi to make the tour of North Wales, and 
see my country, my estate, &c We had been all over 
Scotland, except the Highlands, where we were afraid 
of carrying Cecy because of her unsteady health. I 
staid with dear Mrs. Siddons, at Sose Hill, while our 
Mends made their ramble, and came back as much de- 
lighted with Denbighshire and Flintshire as Mr. Thrala 
had been disgusted with them. This was charming. 
Piozzi had fixed upon a spot, and resolved to build an 
Italian villa on the banks of the Clwydd. Even Mr. 
Murphy applauded the project, and we drew in our 
expenses, preparing to ei^ge in brick and mortar. 

Gout now fastened on Mr. Piozzi, who built his pretty 
villa in North Wales, and conforming to our religious 
opinions, kindly set our little church at Dymerchion 
in a state it never befpre enjoyed, spending sums of 
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money on its decoration, and making a vault for my 
ancestora and for ourselves to repose in. I wrote verses 
for the opening of our tiny temple, and dear Piozri set 
them most enchantii^ly to music ; our clerk, he eaid, 
was a very good genius j and I trust a more virtuous or 
pious pleasure could not be felt than ours when teach- 
ing those poor people to sing the lines you will read 
over lea£ 

With homely verse and artless lays. 
Full oft these humble roofa shall ring ; 

Whilst to our dear Redeemer's praise 
Rough youths and village maidens sing. 

Incarnate Grod ! when He appear'd. 
And blessings all around Him spread. 

Though still by radiant myriads fear'd. 
He chose the poor, the lowly shed. 

And sure before He comes i^ain 

In awful state to judge the world ; 
Resounding choirs thoiigh He disdain. 

Temples and tow'ers in ruin hurl'd ; 

To unambitious efforts kind, 

Pleas'd He permits our rustic lays ; 

Our simple voices, unrefin'd, ■ 

Have leave to sii^ their Saviour's praise. 

The house, our dwelling-house I mean, was built 
from a design of its elegant master's own hand, and he 
set poor old Bachygraig up too ; repaired and beautified 
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it, and to please his silly wife, gilt the Llewenny lion 
on its top. The scroll oace held in his paw was broke 
and gone. Lombardy, where his (Mr. Piozzi's) relationa 
lived, was torn by faction, and his father, a feeble old 
man of eighty-one years old, equal to one hundred in 
our island, was actually terrified into apoplexy, lethargy, 
^id death. His son, who half entertained a tender 
thought that they might meet once more, grieved for 
his loss severely, the more ao, as he himself said, because 
" Sar& quel che sara, ma alia fin, il sangue non e acqua." 
His brother, I am afraid, joined the Kepuhlicans, leaving 
a very deserving lady, bom at Venice, whose friends 
were wholly ruined, though her uncle, the Abbate 
Zendrini, was afterwards in high favour, and even ap- 
pointed confessor to Buonaparte. They had baptized 
one of their babies by name of John Salusbury in com- 
pliment to me, and Mr. Piozzi sent to bring him out of 
the confusion. He came an infant between three and 
four years old. We educated him first at Mr. Davis's 
school at Streatham, where my own son had been placed 
so many years before, and then with Mr. Shephard, of 
Enbome, Berkshire, whence he commonly came to vs 
at Streatham Park, or Bath, or Erynbella. 

You know the rest. You know that dear Mr. Piozzi 
died of the gout at his pretty villa in North Wales. You 
know that he left me that, and everything else, never 
naming his nephew in the will, only leaving among his 
father's children 6000i. in the ttiree per cents., being the 
whole of his savings during the twenty-five years he 
had shared and enjoyed my fortune. Unexampled gene- 
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rosity indeed ! And true love \ Could I do leas than 
repay it to the child whose situation in life I now 
felt reBponsible for 1 I bred him with his friends at 
Oxford, yet he stood alone, insulated in a nation where 
he had no natural friend. Incapacitated to return where 
his religion would have rendered him miserable, and 
petted, and spoUed, till any profession would have been 
painful. What could I do ? The boy had besides aU 
this formed an attachment to bis friend's sister. What 
could I do ? You know what I did do. I gave them 
my estate ; and resolving that Mr. Thrale's daughters 
should suffer as little as possible by this arrangement, 
I repaired and new fronted their house at Streatham 
Park, and by the enormous expense incurred there, and 
the loBS of my rents from Denbighshire and Flintshire, 
reduced myself to the very wretched state you found me 
in, and lavished upon me a friendship, which, at the 
sauciest hour of my life, would by my mind have been 
esteemed an honour, but in this sad deserted stage of it 
the trueat, very near the only cordial, Thtta then, as 
Adam says to Bapbael in Milton's " Paradise Lost " : — 

" 7At» have I told thee all m; state ; and hionght 
My Btary to that sum of eRithl;y^ hliss 
Which /enjoj: and since at length tapart, 
Go ; sent of heaven, angelic messenger, 
Gentle to me, and ofiable hath been 
Thy conversation, 1« be honour'd ever 
Witli giatefid memorj," 

by H. L. Fiozai. 
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MINOR MAEGINAL NOTES ON THE TWO VOLUMES 
OF FEINTED LETTERS.* 

Mr. Seward. — Mr. Seward, who wrote the "Anecdotes": 
he was only son to a rich brewer, whom he diaappoiiited 
and grieved by his preference of literature to riches. 
His head, however, was not quite right. I believe his 
principles were vitiated by his studies among the Swiss 
infidels : Helvetius, D'Alembert, and the rest of them. 
He kept his morality pure for the sake of his health 
perhaps, for he was a professed valetudinarian. 

Mr. Keep. — Mr. Keep, when he heard I was a native 
of North Wales, told me that his wife was a Welsh 
woman, and desired to be buried at Euthyn. " So," says 
the man, " I went with the corpse myself, because I 
thought it would be a pleasant journey, and indeed I 
found Ruthyn a very beautiful place." 

Sir Robert Ckambere, — The box goes to Calcutta to 
Sir Robert Chambers, a fiivourite with them alL (I 
never could see why.) He was judge in India, married 
Fanny Wilton the statuary's daughter, who stood for 
Hebe at the Royal Academy. She waa very beautiful 
indeed, and but fifteen years old when Sir Robert mar- 

" The name, or passage, BngjfeBtiiig the note is given when 
requiied for ita elucidatiou. 
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ried her. His portrait is in the library at Streatham 
Park. 1815. 

Bath is often mentioned in these letters, hut I forgot 
among the baby anecdotes which precede them, to say 
how I remembered being carried about the rooms by 
Beau Kash, and taken notice of by Lady Caroline, 
mother to tiie famous Charles James Fox. 

On Johnson's writing to congratulate her on making 
the conquest of the Prince of Castiglione, she writes : 
" The man who drank his health by name of Mr. Vaga- 

. bond." 

"Why should you suspect me of foi^tting lilly 
lolly ?" — JokTison. 

Ask me about this stuff, and Pll try to tell you: 
oome, here it is. One of our Welsh squires bad a half- 
witted son, — his sole heir, poor fellow I and the parents 
fondled it accordingly. When Christmas came, and 
all the country was invited at Llewenney Hall, the 
Beat of my mother's eldeet brother, who married Lady 
Elizabeth Tollemache, came these dear Wynnes and 
their booby boy about eleven years old. " What does 
the child say?" cries my aunt, "it sounds like lilly 
lolly." " Indeed, my Lady Betty," replies the mother, 
in a sharp Welsh accent, "Dick does eay liliy lolly, sure 
enough; but he mains: How do you do. Sir Robert 
Cotton ? " I had probably in some unprinted letter said : 
" Here's a deal of lilly lolly, which I suppose you forget, 
but it Tueans How do you do. Dr. Johnson ?" 
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Foofe. — "Did you see Foote at Brighthelmstone F — 
Did you think he would ao soon be gone? — Life, says 
Falstaff, 18 a shuttle. He was a fine fellow in his way ; 
and the world is really impoTerished by his sinking 
glories. Murphy ought to write his life, at least to 
give the world a Footeaua. Now, will any of his con- 
temporaries bewail him ? Will Clenius change his aex 
to weep ? I would really have his life written with 
diligence." * — Johnson. 

Doctor Johnson was not aware that Foote broke his 
heart because of a hideous detection ; he was trying to 
run away from England, and from infamy, but death 
stopped him. Doctor Johnson never could persuade 
himself that things were as bad as the suflferer or his 
friends represented them ; he thought it wrong to be- 
lieve so, and steadily made the best oiCt. 

Richardson. — "Doctor Johnson said, that if Mr. 
Hichardson had lived till / came out, my praises would 
have added two or three years to his life : ' For,' says 
Dr. Johnson, ' that fellow died merely for want of change 
among his flatterers : he perished for want of more, 
like a man obliged to breathe the same air till it is ex- 
hausted.' " 

The Bum^s. — Doctor Bumey and his family are 
often spoken of in these Memoirs. He was a man of very 
uncommon attainments : wit bom with him, I suppose ; 



* A veiy able essay on the "Life and Character of Foote" haa 
been written hj Mr. Forster, who clean hia memoiy of the calumny 
which shortened his life. 
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learning, he had helped himself to, and was proud of the 
poeseesion ; elegance of maonere he had eo cultivated, 
that those who knew but little of the ma/ti, fancied he 
had great flexibility of mind. It waa mere pliancy of 
body, however, and a perpetual show of obaequioUBneaa 
by bowing incessantly aa if oeknowledgiTig an inferiority, 
which nothing would have forced him to confeas. I never 
in my life heard Johnson pronounce the words, "I beg 
your pardon. Sir," to any human creature but the appa- 
rently soft and gentle Dr. Bumey. Perhaps the story 
may be related in the "Anecdotes": but aa I jk«o recol- 
lect it, thus it is, " Did you. Madam, suhscrihe lOOi. to 
build OUT new bridge at Shrewsbury ?" said Bumey to 
me. " No, surely. Sir," was my reply. " ^What connexion 
have I with Shropehire ? and where should I have 
money so to fling away?" "It is very comical, is & 
not, Sir ? " said I, turning to Dr. Johnson, " that people 
should tell such unfounded stories ?" " It is," answered 
he, "neither corniced nor serious, my dear; it is only a 
wandering lie." This was spoken in his natural voice, 
without a thought of offence, I un confident; but up 
bounced Buruey in a towering passion, and to my much 
amaze, put on the hero, surprising Doctor Johnson into 
a sudden request for pardon, and protestation of not 
having ever intended to accuse his friend of a falsehood. 
The following lines written, aur le champ, with a gold 
pen I gave him, prove he could make more agreeable 
Impromptus than this I have related: — 
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" Such implemente, tho' fine and splendid. 
They aay can ne'er v/rite well : 
With common fame that truth is hlended, 
Let this example tell. 

If bounteous Thrale could thus confer 

Her learning, sense, and wit ; 
Who would not wish a giit from her. 
Who — not to b^ — suhmitP 

" Paupere from Grub Street at her gate 
Would crowd both young and old. 
In humble guise to supplicate 
For thoughts — not pens of gold. 

" For not alone the gift of tongues. 
The Muses' grace uid favour : 
Adorn her prose, and on her songs 
Bestow the Attic flavour. 

" The Virtues ai\ around her wait 
T' infuse their influence mild ; 
And every duty regulate 
Of parent, wife, and child. 

" Such judgment to direct each storm. 
Each hurricane to weather ; 
A mind so pure, a heart so warm. 
How seldom found together 1 " 

There was a merry tale told about the town of 
some musical nobleman having been refused tickets for 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



80 MARGINAL HOTKS. 

his private concert about this time by blind Stanley, 
who be bad always patroniBed; and of his going to a 
grave friend's, I forget who, where, foaming with anger, 
he at length exclaimed: "But I will go to Bumey's 
house to-night (where there was music), and that will do 
for hiau" " Are you mad, my dear Lord ? " saya the 
grave man amazed : *' to talk of setting a blind man's 
house on fire, because he has refused your favourite 
girl a ticket ? Fie I fie ! I am ashamed of listening to 
such strange things." The Equivoque was now well 
understood, but having no acquaintance with the doctor, 
the gentleman thought he had menaced going to hum 
his house. 



"We had been talking of the French rondeaus one 
day, and both doctors said they were impracticable in 
Englisb, so I made thie — Musa loquitur: 

To bum ye with rapture, or melt you with pity, 

A rondeau was never intended : 
Yet the lines should be light, and the turn should 
be witty, 
And the jest is to see how 'tis ended. 
To finish it neat in an elegant style 

Though Phoebus himself should discern ye ; 
And though to throw light on the troublesome toil. 
Should he shine hot enough for to bum ye. 
You still would he vex'd. 
Incumbered, perplex'd. 
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So teizing the rhymeti would return ye : 

In a 6t of despair 

Then this mofnent forbear. 
And let me some humility learn ye : 

Leave writing with ease, 

And each talent to please, 
And making of rondeaz to — Bumey. 

" I shall he in danger of crying out, with Mr. Head, 
catamaran, whatever that may mean." — Johnwn, 

A comical hack joke. Ask me, and I will tell you 
one or two more tales about catamaran. Come ; here it 
IB : You do not hate nonsense with affected iastidlous- 
ness, or fastidious affectation, like those who have little 
sense. Turn the page then, over. 

This Mr, Head, whose real name was Plunkett, a 
low Irish parasite, dependant on Mr, Thrale primarily ; 
and I suppose, secondarily on Mr. Murphy, was em- 
ployed hy them in various schemes of pleasure, as you 
men call profl^;acy : and on this occasion was deputed 
to amuse them by personating some lord, whom his 
patrons had promised to introduce to the beautiful Miss 
Gimnings when they first came over with intent to 
make their fortunes. He was received accordingly, and 
the girls played off their best airs, and cast kind looks 
on his introducers from time to time : till the fellow 
Tvearied, as Johnson says, and disgusted with his ill-acted 
character, burst out on a, sudden as they sate at tea, 
and cried, " Catamaran I young gentlemen with two 
shoes and never a heel ; when will you have done with 

VOL. ir. o 
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silly jokes now ? Leddies ;" tnroiiig to the ftiture peer- 
esBes, " never mind these merry hoys ; hut if you really 
can afford to pay for some incomparahle silk stockings, 
or true India handkerchiefe, here they are niyw : ** rum- 
mi^ng hia smu^ler's pocket ; but the girla jumped np 
and turned them all three into the street, where Thrale 
and Murphy cursed their senseless aseistant, and called 
him Head, like lueus a non lucendo, because th^ 
Bwore he had none. The duchess (of Hanulton), how- 
ever, never did forgive this impudent frolic ; Lady 
Coventry, more prudently, pretended to forget it. 

Catamaran I was probably a mere Irish exclamatioii 
which buret from the fellow when impatient to be sell- 
ing his smuggled goods. There is exactly such a cha- 
racter in fiichardson's " Clarissa : " Captain Tomlinson^ 
employed by Lovelace. 

'* But and you have had, with all yonr adula-* 

tions, nothii^ finer said of you than was said last 
Saturday night of Burke and me. We were at the 

Bishop of 'e, a bishop little better than your 

bishop; and towards twelve we fell into t^k, to which 
the ladies listened, just as they do to you ; and said, as 
I heard, there is no rising unleea somebody wUl cry 
fire." — Johnson, May 23, 1780. 

The lady was Mrs. Montagu ; Johnson's bishop was 
the Bishop of St. Asaph (Shipley) ; Mrs. F.'s the Bishop 
of Peterborough (HinchhfiFe). 

Mrs. Piozzi replies : " I have no care about enjoying 
undivided empire, nor any tiioughts of disputing it with 
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Mrs. Montagu. She considere her title a» indisputable 
most probably, though I am sure I never heard her ui^ 
it. Queen Elizabeth, you remember, would not suffer 
hers to be inquired into, and I bare read somewhere 
that the Great Mogul is never crowned." 

In a poBtacript she saya : "Apropos to gallantry, here 
is a gentleman hooted out of Bath for Bhowing a lady's 
loreletters to him ; and such is the resentment of all 
the females, that even Uie house-maid refused to make 
his bed. I think them perfectly right, as be has broken 
all the common ties of society ; and if he were to sleep 
on straw for half a year instead of our old favourites 
the Capucin friars, it would do him no harm, and set 
the men a good example." 

In the margin is written " Mr. Wade." 



" Clluttony is, I think, less common among i 
than among men. Women commonly eat more spa- 
ringly, and are less curious in the choice of meat ; but 
if once you find a woman gluttonous, expect from her 
very little virtue. Het mind is enslaved to the lowest 
and grossest temptation. 

" Of men, the examples are sufficiently common. I 
had a Mend, of great eminence in the learned and 
the witty world, who had hung up some pots on his 
wall to furnish nesta for sparrows. The poor sparrows, 
not knowing his character, were seduced by the con- 
venience, and I never heard any man speak of any 
future enjoyment with such contortions of delight as he 
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exhibited, when he talked of eating the young ones." — 
Johnson. 

The name of Isaac Hawkins Browne is written in 
the margin, and it is added ttiat the yoang sparrows 
were eaten in a pie. 

«' Deab Sib, — Communicate your letters regularly. 
Your father's inexorability not only grieves but amazes 
me. He is your father. He was always accounted a 
wise man ; nor do I remember any thing to the dis- 
advantage of his good nature ; but in his refusal to 
assist you, there is neither good nature, fatherhood, nor 
wisdom . " — Johnson. 

I think you will be surprised to hear that this so 
serious letter should have been written to the crazy 
fellow, of whom a ludicrous story is told in the 
"Anecdotes": Joe Simson, as Dr. Johnson called 
him, when he related the ridiculous incidents of his 
marriage, his kept mistress, his footman, and himself; 
all getting so drunk with the nuptial bowl of punch, 
purchased with borrowed money, that the hero of the 
tale tumbled down stairs and broke his leg or arm, I 
forget which, and sent for Dr. Johnson to assist him. 

He had another Mend of much the same description, 
though this gentleman was a lawyer : the other a poet. 
. . . Boyce was the author of some pretty things in 
the " Gentleman's Mt^azine," and Johnson showed me 
the following verses in manuscript, which I translated : 
but which are not half so pleasant as was his account of 
Mr. Boyce lying a-bed : not for lack of a shirt, because 
he seldom wore one, suppljfing the want with white 
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paper wriatbands: but for want of Ms scarlet cloak, 
laced with gold, his usual covering, which lay unre-' 
deemed at the pawnbroker's. The verses were addreBsed 
to Cave, of St. John's Gate, who saved him irom prison 
that time at leaat : — 

" Hodie, teste Ccelo summo, 
Sine pane, sine nummo ; 
Sorte positus infeste 
Scribo tibi dolena uueste : 
Fame, bile, tamet jecur, 
Urbane 1 mitte opem precor ; 
Tibi enim cor humanum 
Kon a malis alienum ; 
Mihi mens neo male grato. 
Pro a te fiivore dato. 

Ex gehenna debitoria, 
Vulgh, domo spongiatoria." 

Oh witness Heaven for me this day 
That I've no pelf my debta to pay : 
Ko bread, nor halfpenny to buy it, 
No peace of mind or household quiet 
My liver swell'd with bila Mid hunger 
Will burst me if I wait much longer. 
Thou haet a heart humane they say^ 
Oh then a little money — pray. 
Kor further press me on my fate 
And fix me at the begging gate: 

Sufficient in this hell to souse 
Vulgarly called a sponging house. 
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Of this curious creature I have heard JohnBon tell 
how he remoiDed fasting three whole days : and at the 
end when his consoling friend brought him a nice beef- 
steak, how he refused to touch it till the dish (he had 
no plate) had been properly rubbed over with Bkalof. 
" What inhabitants this world has in it ! " 

" You were kind in paying my forfeits at the club ; 
it cannot be expected that many should meet in the 
summer, however they that continue in town should 
keep up appearances as well as they can. I hope to be 
again among you." — Johnson. 

There is a story of poor dear Gsrrick, whose atten- 
tion to his money-etuff never forsook him — relating 
that when hia last day was drawing to an end, he 
be^ed a gentleman present to pay his club forfeits, 
"and don't let them cheat you," added he, "for there 
cannot be above nine, and they will make out ten." 

At the end of the second volume of "Letters" are 
printed several translations from Boethius, the joint 
perfonnancee of Dr. Johnson and Mrs. Pio^. She 
has written on the last leaf: — 

Book Zrdf Metre 7, being completely my own, I 
would not print, though Dr. Johnson commended my 
doing it so well, and said he oould not make it either 
more close or more correct : 

That pleasure leavee a parting pain 
Her Teriast votaries maintain ; 
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Soon she deposits all her sweet*. 
Soon lite the roving bee retreats, 
Haaty, like her, she mounta on wing, 
And, like her, leaves th' envenomed sting. 

In reference to the second line in this couplet :— 

Fondly view'd his following bride, 
Viewing lost, and losing died, — 

she remarks: — 

And this beautiful line, which I 8cm him, compose, 
" yott will find," said I, " in Fletcher's Bonduca." 
*' Impossible," replies Dr. Johnson, " I never read a 
play of Beaumont and Fletcher's in my life." This 
passed in Southwark: when we vent to Streatham 
Park, I took down the volume and showed him the 
line. 

There is an allusion t-o this incident in the " Tiira- 
liana," and the entry is an additional illustration of the 
variety of her knowle(%e and the tenacity of her mor 
mory. It refers to Dr. Parker's complimentary verses 
describing an imaginary request of Apollo to the Graces 
and Muses to admit her of their number, and con- 
cluding with these lin^ : — 

" Henceforth, acknowledge ereiy pen. 
The Graces /our, the Muses ten." 

For a long time (she writes) I thought this conceit 
original, but it is not. There is an old Greek epigram 
only of two lines which the doctor has here spun into 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



eS UAROINAL N0T£9. 

length { vide "Anthol." lib, 7), and there ia some ac- 
count of it too in Bonhours. 

What, however, is much more extraordinary, is that 
the famous Tristram Shandy itself is not absolutely ori- 
ginal ; for when I was at Derby in the summer of 1744, 
I strolled by mere chance into a bookseller's shop, 
where however I could find nothing to tempt curiosity 
but a strange book about Corporal Bates, which I 
bought and read for want of better sport, and found it 
to be the very novel from which Steme took his first 
idea. The character of Uncle Toby, the behaviour of 
Corporal Trim, even the name of Tristram itself, seems 
to be borrowed from this stupid history of CoT3>oral 
Bates, forsooth, I now wish I had pursued Mr. 
Murphy's advice of marking down all passages from 
different hooks which strike, by their resemblance to 
each other, as fast as they fell in my way ; for one for- 
gets again in the hurry and tumult of life's cares and 
pleasures, almost everything that one does not commit 
to paper. 

The verses written by Bentley upon Learning, and 
published in Dodsley's Miscellanies, how like they are 
to Evelyn's verses on Virtue, published in Dryden's 
Miscellanies I yet I do not suppose them a plagiarism. 
Old Bentley would have scorned such tricks ; besides, 
what passed once between myself and Mr. Johnson 
should cure me of suspicion in these cases. 
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MEMOIRS OF MY OWN TIME." 

t SEND Wraxall with the quartos, that you may read 
something written of your poor friend as well as some' 
thiQg written i^^ her. Hia book will be a relief when 
you get into the dark ages of " Eetroapection." ■— Jfrs. 
Piozzi to Sir Jamee FeUowes. 

Her note on Wraxall's statement relating to Marie 
Antoinette's first confinement is j 

You see how cautious Sir N. Wraxall is — hut you 
may likewise see through his caution. He knew no 
doubt better than myself, that about this time a swathed 
baby made of white marble was laid at the bed chamber 
door with this inscription : 

" Je ne suis point de Cire — subintelligitur Sire — 
Je suis de pierre — subintelligitur Pierre." 

A Life-Guard Man as I was informed.' 

* Recent and imparldal histoij favoura the belief in Marie 
Antoinette's personal purity ; but bar indiscretion waa of a nature 
to give rise to tlie coarsest scandal amongst a, people whose loj>alty 
was rapidly declining into a diametrically opposite train of feelings. 
In the following epigram the speakers are the Queen and Mile, 
d'Oliva, the courtesan who personated ber Majesty in tiie a%ir 
of die Diamond Necklace ; 

" Vile espftce, ose tu bien 

Jouer le role d'une reine P 

Pourquoi non, ma Souvaraine, 
. Vous joues BOUTont le mien." 
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The Dauphin, who died very young, and the other, 
who lived to suffer still more — 'whom every one pities, 
are mentioned in the 2nd vol., hut I can't find the 
place now. lis etoient vrais Deecendans de Louis 
XIV., mMs comment ? Juste Ciel I 

In reference to Wraxall's descriptioa of the celebrated 
women of the day, she has pasted in copies of the fol- 
lowing verses : 



TS& PLAHBTS. 
(Sud to be written by Charles Fux.)* 
With Devon's girl so blythe and gay, 
I well could like to sport and play ; 
With Jersey would the time b^uile, 
With Melboiune titter, sneer and smile. 
With Bouverie one would wish to sin, 
With Damer I could only grin : 
Sut to them all I'd bid adieu. 
To pass my life and think with Crewe. 

TSZ FLBiuysa, 

(Said to be written by Mr. Cbaiuberlayne, wbo threw himself out 
of the window.) 

With charming C^olmondeley well one might 
Pass half the day, and all the night ; 
From Mont^ue's more fertile mind 
Perpetual source of pleasures find : 



* la the Album at Crewe HilL 
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Of Tully's Latin, Homer's Greek, 
With learned Carter one could speak ; 
With Thrale convenie in ptireat ease. 
Of letters, life, and langiu^;es. 
But if I dare to talk with Crewe, 
My ease, my peace, my heart adieu 1 

Sweet Greville I * whose too feeling heart 

By loTe was onoe betrayed. 
With Sappho's ardour, Sappho's art. 

For cool indifference prayed ; 
Who can endure a prayer from you 

So selfish and confined ? 
You should — when you produced a Crewe, 

Hare prayed for all mankind. 

The verses on Henrietta de Coliguy, Comtesae de la 
Suze, are quoted by Wraxall : — 

Quae Dea sublimi vehitur per inania curru? 
An Juno, an Pallas, an Yenus ipsa venit ? 
Si genus inspicias, Juno : si scripta, Minerva : 
Si spectes octilos, Mater Amoria erit. 

They are thus paraphrased in a marginal note by 
Mrs. Piozzi ; 

Her birth examined, Juno we discern. 

Her learning, not Minerva's self denies : 
From such perfections dazzled should I turn, 
But that Love's mother laughs in both her eyes. 

* Mre, Greville, author of the "Ode to Indiffwence," mother of 
Un. Crewa. 
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Note. — When the King of Sweden waa murdered in 
a ballroom, by Aixkeretroom, about the year 1792, there 
vaa a comically impudent caricature published repre- 
Benting George the Third, with a letter ia his hand and 
a label out of his mouth, saying. What, what, what! 
Shot, shot, sliot I 

" The last Prinoesg of the Stuart line who reigned in 
this country, has been accused of a similar passion (for 
drink), if we may believe tJie secret Mstoiy of that 
time, or trust to th% couplet which was affixed to the 
pedestal of her statue in front of St. Paul's, by the 
satirical wits of 1 7 14," — Wraxall. 

Note. — Brandy-faced Nan has left us in the lurch, 
Her face to the brandy shop, and her — — to the church. 

TEBSES ON CATHEBINE OF BrSSIA. 

Elle fit oublier par un esprit sublime 
P'un pouToir odieux les 4normes abiis ; 

Et BUT un trone acqtiis par le crime 
Elle se maintint par lea vertus. 

Her dazzling reign so brightly shone 

Few sought to mark the crimes they courted ; 

Whilst on her ill acquired throne, 
She sate by virtue's self supported. 

" The Countess Cowper was at this time distinguished 
by his (the Grand Duke Leopold's) dttachment ; and 
the exertion of his interest with Joseph the Second 
his brother, procured her husband, Lord Cowper, to be 
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created soon afterwards a Prince of the G-ennan 
Empire." — WraxaU. 

Note. — She was beautiful when no longer a court 
favotirite, in 1786. Her attachment was then to Mr. 
Merry, the highly accomplished poet^ kaowu afterwards 
by name of Delia Crusca. 

" In 1779, Charles Edward exhibited to the world a 
Tery humiliating spectacle. " — Wraxall. 

Note. — Still more bo at Florence, in 1786. Count 
Alfieri had taken away his consort, and he was under 
the dominion and care of a natural daughter, who wore 
the Garter, and was called Duchess of Albany. She 
cheeked him when he drank t«o much, or when he 
talked too much. Poor soul I Though one evening, 
he called Mr. (xreatheed up to him, and said in good 
English, and a loud though cracked voice : " I will speak 
to my own subjects my own way, save. Ay, and I will 
soon ^eak to you. Sir, in Westminster HalL" The 
Duchess shrugged her shoulders, 

" It was universally believed that he (Rodney) had 
heen distinguished in his youth, by the personal attach- 
ment of the Princess Amelia, daughter of Geoi^e the 
Second, who displayed the same partiality for Rodney, 
which her cousin, the Princess Amelia of Prussia, mani- 
fested for Trenck. A living evidence of the former 
connexion existed, unless &me had recourse to fiction 
for support. But, detraction, in every age, from Eliza- 
beth down to the present times, has not spared the 
most illustrious females." — WraxaU. 
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Note. — Meaning, I suppose, the famouB Miss Ashe, 
who, afl«r many adventures, married Captain Falkner 
of the Royal Navy. She vras a pretty creature, but 
particularly small in Iier p^^on. LitUe Miss Ashe was 
the ntune she went by, yet I should think Rodney scarce 
old enoi^h to have been her &ther. Her mother, people 
spoke of, as with certainty. 

THB ITTTELTON OHOST STORY. 

" Lyttelton, when scarcely thirty-six, breathed his last 
at a country house near Epsom, called Pitt Place, from 
its situation in a chalk pit ; where he witnessed, as he 
conceived, a supernatural appearance." — WraxaM. 

Note. — He did so : but here the author must pardon 
me, and so must you, dear Sir, if I presume to say I 
can tell this tale better ; meaning with more exactness, 
for truth constitutes the whole of its value. 

Lord Westcote and Lord Sandys both told it thus, 
and they were familiar intimates at Streatham Park — 
where now their portraits hang in my library. 

Lord Lyttelton was in London, and was gone to bed 
I think upon a Thursday night. He rang his bell sud- 
denly and with great violence, and his valet on entering 
found him much disordered, protesting he had been, or 
had fancied himself, plagued with a white bird flutter- 
ing within his curtains. " When, however, (continued 
he) I seemed to have driven her away, a female figure 
stood at my feet in long drapery, and said * Prepare to 
die, my Lord, you'll soon he called.' " How soon ? how 
soon ? " said I, " in three years ? " * Three years,' re- 
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plied she, tanotingly, ' three days,' and vaniahed." 
Williams the maQ-Bervant related this to his friends of 
course ; and the town talk was all about Lord Lyttel- 
toa's dream ; he himself ran to Ms uncle with it, to 
Lord Weeteote; who confessed having reproved him 
pretty sharply for losing time in the invention of empty 
ntories (such he accounted it), instead of thinking about 
the speech be was to make a few days after. 

Lord Sandys was milda- ; saying, " My dear fellow, 
if yon believe this strange occurrence, and would have 
US believe it ; be persuaded to change your conduct, and 
give up that silly frolic which you told us of. I mean 
going next Sunday — was it not ? to Woodcote ; but I 
suppose 'tis only one of your wondrous 6ne devices to 
make us plain folks stare : eo drink a dish of chocolate 
and talk of something else." 

On Saturday, after we bad talked this over at Streat- 
ham Park, a lady late from Wales dropt in, and told ub 
she had been at Drury Lane last night; " How were 
you entertained ? " said I ; " Very strangely indeed" 
was the reply ; " not with the play though, for I scarce 
knew what they acted — but with the discourse of Cap- 
tain Ascough or Askew — so his companions called him 
— who averred that a friend of his, the profligate Lord 
Lyttelton, as I understood by them, had certainly seen 
a spirit, who has warned him that he is to die within 
the next three days, and I have thought of nothing else 
ever since." 

Xo further accounts reached Streatham Park till 
Monday morning, when every tongue was telling how a 
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Mrs. Flood and two Miae Amphlets, demirep beautiss, 
bad passed over Westminster Bridge hy the earliest 
hour, looking like corpses from illness occasioned by 
terror, and escorted by this Captain Ascough to town. 
The man WilliamB' constant and unvarying tale tallied 
with hie, wbo said, tbey bad been passing tbe time ap^ 
pointed in great gayety ; some other girls and gentle- 
men of the country having in some measure, joined tbe 
party for dinner only, but leaving these before mid- 
night. That on Sunday Lord Lyttelton drew out his 
watch at eleven o'clock, and said, " Well, now I muet 
leave you, i^eeable as all of you are ; because I mean 
to meditate on the next Wednesday's speech, and have 
actually brought some books with me." " Ob, but the 
ghost ! the ghost I " exclaimed one of Mies Amphleta 
laughing. " Oh, don't you see that we have bilked ike 
bitch," says Lord Lyttelton, showing his watch, and run- 
ning from them up stairs, where Williams had set out 
the reading table, &c, and put his master on the yellow 
night gown, which he always used. Lord Lyttelton 
then said, " Make up my five grains of rhubarb and 
peppermint water and leave me ; but, did you remem- 
ber to bring rolls enough from London ? " "I brou^t 
none, my Lord ; I have found a baker here at EpEom 
that makes them just as your Lordship likes" — de- 
scribing how — and stirring the mixture as he spoke. 
"What are you using?" cries my Lord — "a tooth- 
pick ! " "A clean one, irtdeed, my Lord." " Yon lazy 
devil — go fetch a spoon directly ; " he did so ; but beard 
a noise in the room and hastened back, to find his_ master 
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fallen over th6 table, books and all. He raised him ; 
" Speak to me, my Lord — speak for G-od*8 sake, dear 
my Lord." " Ah, Williams ! " was bis last and only 
word. Williams ran down to the dissolute company 
below, his watch in bis band. " Not twelve o'clock yet^' 
be exclaimed, ** and dead — dead." 

They all bore witness that no violence came new the 
man, aad I do ihimh that some judicial process then 
proclaimed him — " Dead by the visitation of God." 
This, however, might be my hearing those words from 
Mends uid acquaintances relating the incident ; but 
when it was reported twenty years after, that Lord 
Lyttelton committed suicide, I knew that was an error, 
or a talsity. 

Of this event, however, few people spoke after the 
first bustle ; and I had changed my situation and asso- 
ciates so completely, that it lay loose in my mind — 
never for^tten, though in a manner unrem^Dbered. 

Chance, however, threw me into company of the gay 
and facetious Miles Peter Andrews, with whom and Mr. 
Greatbeed's family, and Mrs. Siddons, and Sir Charles 
Hotham, and a long et cetera, an entertaining day had 
been passed sometime in the year 1795, if I rememb^ 
rightly ; and Mrs. Merrick Hoare, assuming intimacy, 
said, " Now, dear Mr. Andrews, that the Pigoua are 
gone, and everybody is gone but ourselves, do tell my 
mother your own story of Lord Lyttelton." He hesi- 
tated, and I pressed him, u^^g my long past acquaint- 
ance with his Lordship's uncles — the bishop and Lord 
Westcote. He looked uneasily at me, but I soothed, 

TOL. n. H 
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Euid Sophia gave him no quarter ; ao with something of 
an appeal to het that the tale vould be as she had 
learned it from her friends the Pigons, and fiY)m him- 
self, he began by saying : " Lord Lyttelton and I had 
lived long in great familiarity, and had agreed tiiat 
whichever quitted this world first Bbould visit the other. 
Neither of us being sick, however, such thoughts were 
at the time of his death, poor fellow I furthest from my 
mind. 

" Lord Lyttelton had asked me to make one of his 
mad party to Woodcote or Pitt Place, in Surrey, on 
such a day, but I was engi^ed to the Pigons you saw 
this evening, and could not go. They then lived in 
Hertfordshire; I went down thither on tJiie Sunday, and 
dined with them and their very few, and very sober 
friends, who went away in the evening. At eleven 
o'clock I retired to my apartment : it was broad moon- 
light and I put out my candle : when just as I seemed 
dropping asleep, Lord Lyttelton thrust himself between 
the curtains, dressed in his own yellow night-gown that 
he used to read in, and said in a mournful tone, 'Ahj 
Andrews, it's all over,' ' Oh,' replied I quickly, ' are 
you there, you dog ? ' and recollecting there was but one 
door to the room, rushed out at it — locked it, and held 
the key in my hand, calling to the housekeeper and 
butler, whose voices I heard putting the things away, to 
ask when Lord Lyttelton arrived, and what trick he 
was meditating. The servants made answer with much 
amazement, that no such arrival had taken place ; but 
I assured them I had seen, and spoken to him, and could 
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produce Mm, ' for here,' said I, 'heia; nndet fast lock 
and key,' We opened the door, and found no one, but 
in two or three days heard that he died at tliat Tery 
moment, near Epsom in Surrey." 

After a pause, I said very seriously to Mr. Andrews, 
" Were you quite sober, Sir ? " "As you are now," re- 
plied he ; " and I did think I saw Lord Lyttelton ae I 
now think that I see you." " Did think. Sir ? do you 
iu>w Hank, it ? " "I should most undoubtedly think it, 
but that 80 many people for ao many years have told me 
I did not see him," said he. We made a few serious re- 
flections and parted. 

In reference to Wraxall's appeal to the confirmatory 
testimony of ihe Dowager Lady Lyttelton, she adds : 
" Lady Lyttelton's imagination was supposed stronger 
than her veracity. She was ecovied (as the coarse phrase 
is) by the family, and with good talents was, I fear, 
little esteemed by any one, though daughter to Sir 
Kobert Kich, and had been pretty," 



" ' A day or two before the 7th of June, said he, 
'Count Maltzan, tben the Prussian Minister at our 
Court, called on me, and informed me that the mob had 
determined to attack the Bank.' " — WraicalL 

Note. — The foreigners always obtain the first intelli- 
gence of everything. It was the Marquis del Campo 
who himself informed the Queen of Peg Nidiolson'a 
attempt to aasaaainate George the Third. And one of 
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the Ministers of a foreign Court was first to learn the 
meditated escape of Buonaparte from Elba.' 

" Suspicions were thrown on the Earl of Shelbnme, 
probably with great injustice. The natural expectation 
of producing a change in Ministry, was imagined to 
suspend or supersede in certain minds, every other con- 
sideration ; and it was even pretended, though on very 
iusufBcient grounds, that Peers did not scruple to take 
an active part in the worst excesses of the night of the 
7th of June." f — WmaialL 

Note. — A man remarkable for duplicity will be always 
suspected whether deserving suspicion or no. Gains- 
borough drew Lord Shelbume's portrait: my Lord 
complained it was not like. The painter said " he did 
not approve it, and be^ed to try again." Failii^ this 

time, however, he fiung away his pencil saying, " D 

it, I never could see through varnish, and there's an 
end," 

" Sir Fletcher Norton, though perhaps justly accused, 
as a professional man, of preferring profit to conscien- 
tious delicacy of principle; and though denominated in 

■ TluB ie far from clear. The Duke of "WeUington told Rogers 
that he got the first intelligence ftom the English minist«i at 
Florence, the late Eail of Westmorelaad, then Lord Buighersh. 
It is one of the most curious oases of confliotmg evidence that 
can be named. See the Edinburgh Review, No, 227, (July 1860), 
pp. 235, 236, 

t It was a curcent story, which I have heard Lord Macaulay 
relate, that the late Right HonouraUe T, Qrenyille was with a 
party that broke into the Admiralty, and that the second time he 
entcoied it was as First Lord. 
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the coarse satires or caricatures of that day, by the epi- 
thet of ' Sir Bullfaoe Doublefee ; ' yet posseBsed eminent 
parliamentary, as well as legal talents." — WraaxUL 

Note. — One of which I remember, except the second 
line, which is not exact : 

" Careless of censure, and no fool to fame. 
Firm in bis double post and double fees ; 
Sir Fletcher standing without fear or shame. 

Pockets the cash, and let's them laugh that please^ 

•' So on a market day, stands Whatley's bear. 
In spite of all their noise and hurly burley ; 
Fixed on his double post, secure in air, 

Munching his bunch of grapea, and looking surly." 

The Bear at Devizes was then kept by one Whatley, 
and stood upon a monstrous double signpost high up 
in the air, when some w^ wrote these verses with a 
diamond on the window of an eating-room belonging 
to the inn. They were taken of course into everybody's 
scrap book, or everybody's memory. 

Note on Qeorge the Third. — When the present King 
was quite a lad, there was a yoimg fellow about the 
Prince's Court, who being thought natural son to my 
tmcle Robert, ^^as petted and provided for in some 
manner by the family, and used to visit familiarly at 
my mother's ; who said that he told her how one day 
the two eldest boys were playing in the Princess's 
apartment, when the second said suddenly, "Brother, 
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■when yon and I are m«n grown, yon ehall marry a 
wife and I'll keep a miatresa." " What you aay there ? 
you naughty boy," exclaimed the mother ; " you better 
to learn your pronouns as preceptor bid you ; I believe 
you not know what it is — a pronoun." 

" Be quiet, Eddy," aaya the King; ** we ahall have 
anger presently for your nonsenae. Fletcher ' (to my 
courtier cousin) give tis the books." " Let them alone," 
criea Prince Edward ; " I know what it is without a 
book : a pronoun ia to a noun what a mistresB is to a 
wife — a substitute and a representative." The Princess 
burst out o' laughing and turned them all out of the 
room. 

Prince Edward waa the Duke of York, who died at 
Monaco in Italy. 

Mra. Orewe and Mrs. Bouverie. — The two fashion- 
able belles about the Court and town had been painted 
by Reynolds in a character of two ahepherdesses, 
with a penaive air aa if appealing to each other, about 
the year 1770, or perhaps earlier; and there was 
written under the picture : " Et in Arcadia ego." 
When the Exhibition was arranging, the members 
and their friends went and looked the works over; 
" What can this mean ?" said Dr. Johnson ; "it seems 
very nonsenaical — / am. in Arcadia" " Well 1 what 
of that I The King could have told you," replied the 
painter. " He aaw it yesterday, and said at once, ' Oh, 
there is a tombstone in the back-grouud. Ay, ay, 
death is even in Arcadia.' " 
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The thougbt ia borrowed from Poosein; where the 
gay frolickers stumble oyer a death's bead, with a scroll 
proceediog from his mouth, saying, " Et in Arcadia c^o." 

Tis said that those who seek otm thing, often find 
a better which was not the primary object of their 
search. Queen Caroline looked for popular applause, 
and gained private esteem. In pursuit of her original 
desire to please every one who was presented, however, 
she made herself acquainted with the well-known events 
in English History ; and having been told that a Derby- 
shire baronet. Sir Woolston Dixie, lived near the spot 
where Bichard the Third lost his life and crown, readily 
adverted to that occurrence, and when his name was 
mentioned, said " Oh, Sir ! it has been related to me 
your connexion with Bosworth Field and the memor- 
ahh battle fought there." The gentleman's face, even 
redder than before, swelled with indignation, till at 
last be broke out with no very decorous vehemence 
of protestation, that all her Majesty had heard con< 
ceming it was false and groundless; and that he 
would find a way to make those repent who had filled 
the ears of his Sovereign with such gross untruths. 
" God forgive my great sin I " cried the astonished Prin- 
cess ; and Sir Woolston Dixie left the drawing-room in 
an agony scarce to be described. 

The misintelligence, as tbe French call it, was oc- 
casioned by the baronet's utter ignorance of historic 
literature. He was a brutal fellow, and having as- 
saulted a tinker some day crossing Bosworth Field, the 
tinker laid down his tools and beatbim severely; which 
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hia merry neighbours heard with pleasure, and called 
this luckless encounter, naturally enough, Tke BaMle 
of Bomvorth: while poor Sir YPooleton, having never 
heard of any other contest In the place, except hia own, 
made no doubt but that the Queen had heard of bis dis- 
grace, and took that opportunity to ridicule him for it. 
I must add, that such instances of gross ignorance 
in country gentlemen were not — as now — incompatible 
with birth, rank, or fortune ; I mean in the days when 
Caroline of Anspach canvassed her drawing-room at 
St James's.* 

Lady Archibald Hamilton formed during mimy years, 
the object of Frederick's avowed and particular attach- 
ment. 

She was mother to Archdeacon Hamilton, who lived 
his last years and died in the Circus here at Bath. He 
was very unhappy in his iamily ; and when one observed 
accidentally on a/nctker friend's ill-fortime — " baa be 
three children?" says poor Hamilton; "and are they 
like mine?"t His mother was the Delamira of the 
" Tatler." Hie daughter is the Countess of Aldborough, 

" The inglorious naval engagement in the Mediter- 
ranean, between Bjng and La Galisaoniere, for his con- 

* Misi Benj ralstes tiuA Sir Jolm Gennuiie left a legacy to 
Sir Matthew Decker, under the impreBsioti that he was the autlior 
of the Gospel according to St. Matthew. 

t " Wiat^ have his daughten brouglit him to this pass P " 
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duct in which the former of those admirals suffered." — 
Wmxail. 

Note. — See "Ketrospectioii," 2tid voL, page 423, 
near the bottom. I ticid more grace than to name my 
own father and uacle in a quarto volume meant for 
public view ; but I may tell you thus privately, and 
after more than half a century has past, how my uncle 
(who was then judge of the Admiralty) felt affected, 
when the old Duke of Newcastle wrung him by the 
hand and said, "My dear Sir Thomas, England has 

seen her best days. We are all undone. This d 

fellow has done for us, and all is over." 

" The Treasury, the Admiralty, the War Office, all 
obeyed his (the first Pitt's) orders with prompt and 
implicit submission. Lord Anson and the Duke of 
Newcastle, sometimes, it is true, remonstrated, and 
often complained; but always finished by compliance." 
— Wraxall. 

Note. — Their compliance was submissioa of the 
most unqualified kind, and the patience with which they 
waited in the anti-room, while Mr. Pitt was examining 
some machinery broi^ht for his inspection by Kuttal 
the engine maker in Long Acre, was truly lai^hahle. 

" All circumstances fully weighed, my own convic- 
tion is, that the Letters of ' Junius ' were written by 
the Eight Honourable William Gerard Hamilton com- 
monly designated by the nickname of ' Single Speech 
Hamilton.' " — WraxcM. 
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Note. — So it ifl mine. I well remember when they 
were most talked of — and N. Seward said, ** How the 
arrows of Junius were sure to wound, and liteiy to stick." 
" Yes, Sir," replied Dr. Johnson ; " yet let us distinguish 
between the venom of the shaft, and the vigour of the 
bow." At which expression Mr. Hamilton's counten- 
ance fell in a manner that to Tne betrayed the author. 
Johnson repeated the expression in hifi next pamphlet 
— and Junius vrrote no more. 

Note. — Lord Thuriow waa stonning one day at his 
old valet, who thought little of a violence with which he 
had been long familiar, and " Go to the devil, do" cries 
the enraged master; " Go, I say, to the devlL" " Give 
me a character, my Lord," replied the fellow, drily; 
" people like, you know, to have characters from their 
acquaJntaDce." 

" The expression of his (the first Lord Liverpool'a) 
countenance, I find it difficult to describe." — WraoaiU. 

Note. — It was very peculiar, but he was a delightful 
companion in social life. I know few people whose 
conversation was more pleasingly diversified with fi*ct 
and sentiment, narration and reflection, than that of the 
first Lord Liverpool. 

'* ' Charles Fox,' observed he (Mr. Bootby) ' is un- 
questionably a man of first-rate talents, but so deficient 
in judgment^ as never to have succeeded in any object 
during his whole life. He loved only Uiree things; 
women, play, and politics. Yet, at no period, did he 
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ever form a creditable coDnezioa with a woman. He 
loHt hie whole fortune at the gaming-table; and with 
the exception of about eleven months, he has remained 
always in Opposition.' It is difficult to dispute the 
justice of this portrait." — WraaxUl. 

Note. — He preferred Mrs. (now Lady) Crewe, to all 
women living, but Lady Crewe never lost an atom of 
character — I mean female honour. She loved high 
play and disaipation, but was no sensualist.* 

* Uk. Piozzi was not perMmaUy acqaainted with Mis. (after- 
wuds Lady) Crewe, ^lo had no taato for blue-stocking parties. 
Her social celebrity was won in a different circle, and belongs to a 
later period. Far from being addicted to play, she hated the 
veiy aig^t of a card, and her mind was of too refined and active a 
kind to be wasted in dissipation. Towards the ead of 17S7 she 
paid a Tiait of some duration to Paris, and wrote a series of tetters 
describing what she saw, heard, and felt with the freedom and 
minuteness of a prirate diaiy. A copious selection from these is 
now in the possession of her grand-daughter, the Honourable Mrs. 
Monckton Milnee, who has kindly permitted me to read them ; 
and they contain ample evidence of the many estimable qualities 
of head and heart with which tlie writer is traditionally reported 
to have been endowed. The society in which she moved com- 
prised all the leading personages of the French court and capital, 
and her remarks on people and things posseu an historic Yalue, as 
confirming, modiiying, or amplifying the popular notions of the 
epoch. Few books have been received with greater interest, or 
read with greater pleasure, than the Journal of Mrs. St. Oeoige, 
recently printed for private circulation by her distinguished son, 
the Dean of Westminster ^ and an equally flattering reception 
might safely be guaranteed to the letters of Lady Crewe. I am 
tempted to give a sin^e specimen : " Mons. Necker's daughter, 
married to the Swedish ambassador, was at this ball too, and 
Madlle. Bertin (the Victorine of the day) it seems bad told her 
that she had prepared a dress which would at once eipress, by 
its oniamentsj her father's genius and her mother's virtues. This 
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Note, —r Lord Sandwich came very early into a very 
small paternal eetate ; and hie first entrance into life 
was marked by an apparently warm disposltdon towards 

ciuioue speech of the &moua miUiner ia repeated eveiywhere. 
She may have verified her assertion ; but, if so, genius and Tirtue 
are expressed is a langiiage I do not understand." 

For the following verses, which have never been printed before, 
I am &]»o indebted to Mrs. Monckton Milnes : 

To Sfn. Crewe, hy C. J. Fox. 

" Where the loveliest expression to features is joined, 
B; Kature's most delicate pendl designed ; 
'Where blushes unbidden, and smiles without art, 
Speak the softness and feeling tliat dwell in the heart ; 
Where in manners encbautiug no blemish we trace, 
But the eoul keeps tbe promise we had &om the face; 
Sure philosophy, leason, and coldness must prove 
Defences miequal to shield us from love. 
Then tell me, mysterious enchantress, oh tell, 
By what wonderful tut, by what msgicsl spell. 
My heart is so fenced, that for once I am wise. 
And gaze without rapture on Amoret's eyes : 
That my wishes, which never wsre bounded before, 
Are here bounded by fiiendship and ask for no more F 
Is 't Reason f No, that my whole life will belie. 
For who so at variance as Reason and I P 
Is't Ambition that fills up each chink of my heart. 
Nor allows any softer sensation a part P 
Oh no t for in this all the world must agree 
One folly was never sufficient for me. 
Is my mind by distress too intensely employed, 
By [deasure relaxed, or by vanity cloyed f 
For alike in this ouly enjoyment and pun, 
Both slacken the springs of those nerves which they strsia. 
That I've felt each reverse that &om fortune can Sow, 
That I've tasted each bliss that the happiest know. 
Has BtUl been the whimsical &to of my life, 
Where Angiiiab and Joy have been «rer at strife. 
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virtue. He was, however, avowedly poor and proud ; 
said that Sir Robert Walpole possessed no powers of 
gaining him over from the opposition party, whilst he 
was contented to live with the woman of his heart in a 
small bouse somewhere about Westmiuster, and walk to 
the House arm-in-arm with one friend, for whose opi- 
nions he bad the highest deference. Sir Bobert laughed, 
and only said, " We shall see how all this ends." 

The Countess, though forty-four years old when 
Lord Sandwich came of age and could not be persuaded 
to forbear pursuing her, broi^ht him a son, which 
cost her future health, and with her health that flexi- 
bility of temper, which before marriage he deemed her 
possessed of. But, 

" To win a mim when all ora paiiu ancceed, 
Tlie WAy to keep Mm u a task indeed." 

Virtue and sense were soon foimd insufficient, joined 
to a faded form and fretted mind, wherein resided 
sullen disapprobation of all that frolic playfulness to 
which her lord was naturally prone, and which hia 



But tho' versed in th' exrtremes bodi of pleasure and pain, 

I am stall but too ready to feel them agsin. 

If then, for this once in m; life I em free, 

And escape from a snare might cat«h wiser than me, 

"Tia that beauty alone but imperfectly chemiH, 

For tho' btighbiess may dazile, 'tis kindness that wanos : 

As OD snns in the winter with pleasure we gaze, 

But feel not their warmth tho' their splendour we piaiae : 

So beauty our just admintioa may daim, 

But IjOv^ vbA. Love only, the heart can inflnme. 
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interested friend taught him to consider as itmocent, 
even when combined with late hours, loose company, 
and sometimes higher play than he could afford ; al- 
though Lord Sandwich never was a rated gamester like 
Fox, or Fitzpatrick, &c. 111 received at home, how- 
ever, his pleasures drew him thenc^ and they growing 
hourly more and more expensive, as his friend's amuse- 
ments were all placed to his account. 
' The Minister felt happy to provide for both, and 
this young nobleman owed to his wife's stem virtue, 
and his companion's insidious indulgences, a character 
no man but Churchill could pourtray — no man, I hope 
besides himself, deserve : 

" Ib Ch)d's meet holy name to be profsn'd F 
His Word rejected, and His lawB airaign'd : 
HiB servanta scom'd SB men who idlj dreom'd, 
His serrice laugh'd at ; His dread Son blaaphem'd ? 
la science by a scoundrel to be led P 
Are States to totter on a dnmhard's headP 
Seairh earth, search hell, the Bevil cannot find 
Aji agent like Lothario to his mind." 

The end of such men (with regard to this life) is 
safer to iou^ne than describe. When talents, though 
they can't protect, reproach their mad possessors, and 
conscience, which congratulates the good man's exit, 
lighting hiB last steps with her hallowed taper : 

" Turns to a fuiy with a flaming terch, 
Quickly ezduguiahed in mephitic gloom ! " 

Oh 1 let us, to use a phrase of Shakespear, 8Vjeet&n 
our imoffmaiiona: and forgetting such characters, 
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rather recollect Doddridge's Epigram upon Ms own 
motto : 

« Dum vivimuB, Tivamus." 

" Live Thjle joa live, the epicure will say, 
Aad give to pleasure ev'rj ptissing day ; 
Live while you live, the sacred prescliei dies, 
And give to Ood each moment as it fliee : 
Lord! iu my views, let both united be I 
I live to pleasure whilst I live to Thee." 

Now, as a note to the third or fourth line of 
Churchill's Terses, accept the followiog true anecdote : — 

liord Sandwich had tr^ed up a huge haboou that 
he waa fond of, to play the part of a clergyman dressed 
in canonicals, and make some buffoon imitation of say- 
ing grace. Among many merry friends round the tahle, 
eat a Mr. Scott, afterwards well known by name of 
Antisejanus; but then a mere dependent servitor at 
college, and humble play-fellow of young Hinchinbroke. 
The ape had no sooner finished his grimaces, and taken 
leave of the company, than Scott unexpectedly, but un- 
abashed, stood up and said : 

" I protest, my lord, I intended doing this duty 
myself, not knowing till now, that your lordship had so 
near a relation in orders" * 

I must add that Lord Sandwich praised his wit and 
courage without ever resenting the liberty. 

* At a supper of tlie Hell-fire Club, a chair waa laft vacant at 
the head of the table for the Devil. In the height of the reveliy, 
the ape unexpectedly took his seat upon itj and the company, con- 
ceiving the Spirit of Evil to be among them, broke up in most 
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He had foooded ft Bodety, denominated from Ids 
own name, " The FranciscanB," who, to the number of 
twelve, met at Medmenham Abb^, near Marlop, in 
Bucks, on the banks of the Thames. 

The b^ account of these horrors, and the least 
offensive, is in " Chrysal ; or, the Adventuiea of a 
Guinea," written by Smollet." 

" Beauclerc diBcovered him (Fox) intently engaged 
in reading a Greek Herodotus. ' What would you have 
me do,' said he, ' I have lost my last shilling I ' Such 
was the elasticity, suavity, and equality of disposition 
that characterised him ; and with bo little effort did he 
pass from profligate dissipation to researches of taste or 
literature." — Wrascall. 

Xfote. — I have heard this story before, and believe 
it is true. Topham Beauclerc (wicked and profligate as 
he wished to be accounted) was yet a man of very strict 
veracity. Oh Lord I how I did hate tiiat horrid Beau- 
clerc ! 

" If Burke really believed the facts that he laid down 
(regarding the American war), what are we to think of 
his judgment I " — Wraxall, 

Note. — Burke troubled himself but little to think on 
what he had said ; he spoke for present and immediate 
effect, rarely if ever missing his aim ; because, like Doctor 
Johnson, he always epoke hie beet, whether on great or 

* Tbere is also a good Bceoimt of tkem in " The Foundling 
HoBpitoI fra Wit," voL iii. 
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email occasions. One evening at Sir Joshua Reynolds' 
it waa his humour to haran^e in praise of the then 
ceded islands, and in their praise he said so much, that 
Mrs.Honieck, a widow with two beautiful daughters, 
resolved to lose no time in purchasing where such ad- 
vantages would infallihly arise. She did so, and lost a 
large portion of her slender income. " Dear Sir," said 
I, when we met nest, " bow latal has your eloquence 
proved to poor Mrs. Homeck ! " " How fatal her own 
folly ! " replied he ; " Ode my Ufe, must one swear to 
the truth of a song." 

To "Wraxall's remark that Burke's Irish accent was 
as strong as if he had never quitted the banks of the 
Shannon, she adds, " very true." The description of 
him as " gentle, mild, and amenable to argument in 
private society," is qualified by, " not very ; " and in 
the sentence, " infinitely more respectable than Fox, he 
was nevertheless far less amiable," she proposes to re- 
place " amiable " by " respected." 

" It ie difficult to do justice to the peculiar species of 
ugliness which characterised his (Dunoing) person and 
figure, although he did not labour under any absolute 
deformity of shape or limb." — WraxaU. 

Note. — Sir Joshua alone could give a good portrait 
of Dunning. His pictiu^ of Lord Shelburne, Lord 
Ashburton, and Colonel Barr^, has surely no superior. 
The characters so admirable, the likenesses so strong. 

Of the first Lord Loughborough she writes : 

Wedderbum was particularly happy when speak- 

VOL. II. 1 
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lug of Franklyn, who (he eaid) the Muustera had 
wantonly and fooliBhly made their enemy. Aa enemy 
8o inveterate) said he, bo merciless, and bo implacable, 
that he reeembleB Zanga the Moor, in Yotmg*B tragedy 
of the " Bevenge," who at length ends his hellish plot 
by Baying ; — 

" I foi^'d tlie letter, and dispos'd the pictuK, 
I hated, I despia'd, and I deatioy." 

The quotation struck everyone." 

Benjamin Franklyn, who, by bringing a spark from 
Heaven, fulfilled the prophecies he pretended to dis- 
believe; Franklyn, who wrote a profane addition to 
the Book of Genesis, who hissed on the colonies against 
their parent country, who taught men to despise their 
Sovereign and insult their Kedeemer, who did all the 
oiischief in his power while living, and at last died, I 
think, in America ; waa beside all the rest, a plagiarist, 
as it appears ; and the curious epitaph made on himself, 
and as we long believed, by himself, was, I am in- 
formed, borrowed without acknowledgment, from one 
upon Jacob Touson, to whom it was more appropriate, 
comparing himself to an old book eaten by worms; 
which on some future day, however, should be new 
edited; after undei^oing revisal and correction by the 
Author. 

There are some exquisitely pretty stanzas, very 
little known, written by one Mr. Dale, upon Franklyn's 

* Franldin never forgave this speech, and by making it Wed- 
derburne aggravated the veiy mischief he was deprecating. 
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inTentioQ of a lamp, in which the flame was forced 
downward, burning in a new discovered method, con- 
trary to nature. I had a rough copy of the verses, and 
they lay loose in the second volume of " Eetrospection," 
but I suppose they dropped out, and I lost them, or 
they should have been written down here. I cannot 
trust my memory to do them justice. The first stanzas 
praise his philosophical powers : 

" But to covet political feme, 

Was in tiin^ a degrading ambition ; 
'Twaa a tpark, that from Lucifei came, 
And first kindled tlie blue of sedition. 

" May not Candour then write on his nrn. 
Here alas I lies ft noted inventoi i 
Whose flame up to Heav'n ought to bum. 
But inverted, descends }t> the centre." * 

" Like his nephew, Mr. Fox, Uie Duke (of Richmond) 
did not spare the King, when addressing the House of 
Lords ; and be was considered as peculiarly obnoxious 
at St James's." — Wratcalt. 

Note. — He never forgave the preference given by the 
King's inanediate advieers, when there was question of 



* It is strange that she fo^>)t to mention Tmgot'a femous motto 
for the bust of Franklin by Houdon ! — 

" Eripuit c<»lo fulmen sceptnimqne tyrainUB." 

Franklin'a own criticism on it was that the thunder remained 
where ho found it, and that more than a million of men cor 
operated with him in shaJdug off the monarchical rule of Gnat 
Britain. 
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a Consort to the English Throne, where he hoped to see 
his beautiful sister (Lady Sarah) seated — in vain I 
Lord Bute was too quick in provjdii^ a much safer 
partner, 

" Burke exclaimed, that ' he (Pitt) was not merely 
a chip of the old block, but the old block itself.' " — 
WraxaU. 

Note. — Not quite. The old block's Jiead was beau- 
tiful, and the eyes in it brilliant with intelligence. 

Note. — I have seen Sheridan (the fether of K. B.) 
on the stage in former days, acting Horatio in Eowe's 
" Fair Penitent," to Garrick'a Lothario ; but of hie 
powers as a lecturer, Mr. Murphy gave the moat lu- 
dicrous accouDt, taking him off with incomparable 
powers of mimicry — quite unequalled. 

Note. — He (Lord Mulgrave) was a haughty spirited 
man, whom I shoiUd not euepect of any possible mean- 
ness, for any possible advantage. Bough as a boatswain, 
proud as a strong feeling of aristocracy could make 
him, and fond of coarse merriment, approaching to ill- 
manners, he was in society a dangerous conrerser : one 
never knew what he would say next. *'Why Holla, 
Eurke I (I heard him crying out on one occasion) What, 
you are rioting in puns, now Johnson is away." Burke 
was indignant, and ready with a reply. But Lord 
Mulgrave drowned all in storms of laughter. 

In reference to the " Optat Ephippia Bos piger " story 
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of Lord Falmouth and Pitt, told by Wraxall, she 
writes ; — 

I have heard my father relate the story eomewhat 
differently, but in substance the same. He said some 
wag chalked the words on his (Lord Falmouth's) door, 
and that, seeing them, he exclaimed, " he would give 
lOOJ. to know who wrote them." The first friend he 
met said, " Give me the money, Horace wrote them." 
Then cornea the next mistake, " Horace I a dog, after 
all his obligations to me," &c." 

A similar story to this was related to me in Italy. 
Cardinal Zanelli was pasquinaded at Rome for his in- 
gratitude to the Dauphin of France, whose influence, 
exerted in his favour, had procured him the dignity of 
Eminenza. Zanelli's coat umour was a vine; the 
statue exhibited these words : — 

" Plantavi Vineam, et fecit labruscas." 

The enraged Cardinal, little skilled in Scripture 
learning, actually promised a reward to whoever would 
tell who wrote it. Next day Paeqniu claimed the re- 
ward for himself, having marked under the words, 40(ft 
chapter of Isaiah, 

Note. — In this memorable year, 1782, the "Atlas" 
man-of-war was launched, a three-decker of eminent 
beauty. We all know that the figure at the ship's head 
corresponds with the name, and I was informed that 

• I. e, Horace Walpole. Lord F^moutlt's family name was 
Boscawen, and be bad jiist been soliciting the Garter. 
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Herovdea's subBtitute waa a mort magnificent fellow, fit 
to support the globe. When, however, they came to 
ship her bowsprit, he stood so high, that somethii^ was 
found necessary to be done ; and the rough carpenter, 
waiting no orders, cut part of the globe away which 
etood upon the hero's shoulders. When it was ex- 
amined afterwards, the part tost to our possession was 
observed to be AmericOt. Sailors remarked the acci- 
dent as ominous, and the event has not tended to lessen 
their credulity. 

When Montcalm was dying of bis wounds in the 
great battle which deprived us of Gheneral Wolfe, 
" Well, well ! " said he, " England has torn North 
America from us, but she will one day tear herself from 
the mother country. Once free from the Fi-ench yoke, 
she will endure no other." 

My father said those were his very words: my father 
died in the year 1762, but he always predicted American. 
Independence. 

" During his elder brother's life, when only Lord 
Harry Powlett, be (the Duke of Bolton) had served in 
the royal navy, where, however, he acquired no laurels, 
and he waa commonly supposed to be the ' Captain 
Whiffle ' pourtrayed by Smollet, in his • Boderick 
fiandom.' " — Wraxall. 

Note. ^— I don't know whether this Lord Harry Pow- 
lett, or an uncle of his wearing the same name, was the 
person of whom my njpther used to relate a ludicrous 
anecdote. Some lady with whom she had been well 
acquainted, and to whom his lordship was observed to 
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pay uncommon attentiona, requested him to procure for 
her A pair of email monkiea &om East India — I foiget 
the kind. Lord Harry, happy to oblige her, wrote im- 
mediately, depending on the best services of a disttuit 
friend, whom he had esGentially served. Writing a bad 
hand, however, and spelling what he wrote for with 
more haste than correctness, he charged the gentleman 
to send him over two monkies, but the word being 
written too, and all the characters of one height, 100, — 
what was poor Lord Harry Powlett's dismay, when a 
letter came to hand, with the news that he would re- 
ceive fifty monkies by such a ship, and fifty more by 
the next conveyance, making up the kuridred according 
to his lordship's commands ! 

Kote, — They said Pitt and Leg^ went together like 
Caesar and Bibulus, — and so they did; all the attention 
paid the Jiret, and none to the ^<i«f-named consul. 

Kote. — The following epigram was handed about to 
ridicule Sir Thomas Rumbold : — 

" When Mackreith liv'd 'mong Arthur's crew, 
He cried, Here, Rumbold, bUck my shoe ; 

Aad Bumbold answered, Tea, Bob. 
But when retiun'd from Asia's land. 
He proudly scom'd that mean commsjid, 

And boldly answered, Kaj, Bob (Nabob)."' 

* Another Toiaioa runs thus : 

" When Boh Mackreith, with upper servant's pride, 
' Here, sirrah, clean mj shoea,' to Rumbold cried. 

He humbly answered ' Yea, Bob.' 
But, when returned bom India's plundered land. 
The purse-proud Rumbold would, at such command, 
Indignant a^tswer, 'Nay-Bob.' " 
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Note. — On this occasion (hia victory over De Grasse 
in 1782) Bodney ia said to have taught them the method 
of breaking the line, by which I have heard it asserted 
that Lord Nelaon won all his victories by sea, and 
Buonaparte by land ; but which is still a stranger thing, 
liOrd Glenbervie told me (and I believe him) that 
Epatninondas won the battles of Leuctra and Mantioea 
by the same mancenvre 2178 years ago. 

" The Princess of Franca Villa was commonly sup- 
posed to have bestowed on him (Lord Rockingham) the 
same fatal present, which the ' Belle Ferroniere ' con- 
ferred on Francis the First, King of France ; and which, 
as we Learn &om Burnet*, the Countess of Southesk 
wafi said to have entailed on James, Duke of York, 
afterwards James the Second." — WraaaU. 

In Italy it was supposed to have been the succession 
powder mingled with chocolate whilst in the cake, not 
in the liquid we drink. Acqua Toffana, and succession 
powder (polvere per successione) were administered, as I 
have heard, with certain although ill-uii,derstood effects. 
Lord Bockingham desired to be opened after his death, 
and was so. 

On the application of the term " disinterested " to 
Archbishop's Moore's conduct, in communicating to his 

* The story ia also told in Oratmnont's Memoira. Bumet adds 
that Lord Southesk denied the share in the transaction attributed 
to his lordship. The etory of La Belle Ferroniere is declared 
apocryphal by the author of " L'Eqirit daui I'Histoiiei." 
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pupil the Duke of Marlborough, t^ advances of the 
Duchess Dowager, her note is: — 

Diaintereeted is not quite the word to use. He served 
his interest in preferring the Duke's power to a con- 
nection with the IhichesB, who had only her life in- 
come to bestow, and a faded person possessing no 
attractions. 

" There was a number of Members who regularly 
received from him (Pelham's Secretary of the Treasury) 
their paymentor stipend at the end of every session in 
bank notes." — Wraxalt. 

Note. — I am sorry to read these things of Mr. Pelham, 
whom everybody loved, and Garrick praised so sweetly, 
saying: 

" Let othew hail the rising sun, 
I bow to tliat whose couise ia nm, 

Which seta in endless night ; 
"Whose rays benigniuit bless'd our Me, 
Made peaceiiil ntiture round us smile, 

With calm but cheetful light. 

" See as you pass the crowded street, 
Deepondence doads each face you meet^ 

All theit lost Mend deplore. 
You read in eveTj pensive eye. 
You hear in every broken sigh, 

That Pelham is no more." 

This ode *, from whence I have selected two stanzas, 
not the best, and a comical thing called " The News 



■ It was on the coincidence of his death occoning on the day 
when Botinghroke's works were published. 
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Writers' Petition,", that came out a very little vhile 
before, give one the impression of his having been' a 
very honoBt man. I am quite sony Wraxall's book 
tends 80 much to destroy that impression. 

Pelham's death vas curious, and he thoi^ht so ; for 
it was his favourite maxim in politics, never to etir an 
evil which lies quiet. " And now," said he, upon hia 
death-bed to his doctor, " I die for having acted in 
contradiction to my own good rule — taking unnecessary 
medicines for a stone which lay still enough in my 
bladder, and might perhaps have never given me 
serious injury." But so it is, that though death cer- 
tainly does etrihe the dart, it is often vice or folly 
poiflons it — with r^rd to this world or the world to 
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MAEGINAL NOTES ON BOSWELL'S LIFE OF 
JOHNSON.* 

On the fiieodship between Warbuitou and Richardson : 
Very curious, and an odd friendsliip somehow between 
men so completely dissimilar. The elephant and zebra 
drawing together. 

On a atory of a clergyman preaching to convicts 
about to be hanged and promising them a continuation 
of his discourse : Like the hangman, who when some 
generous fellow gave him a guinea, cried out, *' Long 
life to your honour," whilst he was tying the knot. 

In reference to a parody of Johnson's style under 
the title of "LeiiphaneB" (1767): It vexed 'him 
however, I well remember. 

On the reported remark that no child has affection 
for a parent whom it has not seen : No — nor whom 
it has seen, I believe, except by chanoe. 

Johnson to Boswell, 1772. " Mrs. Thrale lovea you." 
Not L I never loved him. 

As to Lady Emily Harvey having been mad: She was 
never mad as I know of. Seven years after this date, or 
more, we met in a library at Brighthelmstone. " Don't 

" MoBt of her marginal notes on Boswell have been used for 
the Ijitrodaetion. 
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you remember your old acquaiatauce Dr. Johnson?" 
Bftid elie. "Ah, Lady Emily! have you left off your 
old tricks ? " was the reply. " All the bad ones, I hope," 
answered Lady Emily, coldly, aud turned away. 

On Goldsmith : Who would believe Goldy when he 
told of a ghost? A man whom one could not be- 
lieve when he told of a brother. It is questionable 
now whether he had a brother or not. 

BostvelL — "Would you not allow a man to drink 
for that reason (to make him forget what is disagree- 
able)?". Johnson, — "Yes, Sir, if be sate next you." 
Dr. Johuson said : " The man compels me to treat him 
so," 

" You continue to stand h^h with Mrs. Thrale," 
(Johnson to Bosivell, February 22nd, 1773.) Poor 
Mrs. Thrale was obliged to say so in order to keep well 
with Johnson. 

On the story of the tallow-chandler and melting day : 
It was Murphy's story originally, who always told it of 
drippinff night, instead of melting day. 

On a pass^e in Johnson's letter, August 27th, 1775, 
to Boswell : " She has a great regard for you." Not 
I — never had: I thought him a clever and a comical 
fellow. 

Johnson to Boswell. — "Have you no better man- 
ners? That is your want" (1770). So it waa. Curio- 
sity carried Boswell farther than it ever carried any 
mortal breathing. He cared not what he provoked so 
Bs he saw what such a one would say or do. 

Od the remark that Lord Lyttelton employed an- 
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other man to point (atop) his history : Yes, a cork- 
cutter. 

As to Dr. Dodd ; If the King couhl hare saved 
any man it would have been Byland, whom he per- 
sonally loved ; but having tried his interest for that 
man, "Now," said he, "if I am ever solicited to par- 
don for forgery, you shall be made to remember these 
arguments." 

On it being said that Pope's sorrowful reflection, 
that all things wouM be as gay as ever on the day of 
his death, is natural and common : I don't know how 
common, but not natural in the leaat to me. I am 
glad other people go on if 7 am forced to stop. 

On Johnson's declaration of readiness to sit up all 
night being called an animated speech from a man of 
siity-eight : Not from Johnson, who delighted to eit 
Tip all night and lie in bed all day, 

" I have been put so to the question by Bozzy, 
this morning," said Dr. Johnson, one day, " that I 
am now panting for breath." "What sort of ques- 
tions did he ask, I wonder?" "Why, one question 
was : — ' Pray, Sir, can you tell why an apple is round 
and a pear pointed 7 ' Would not such talk make a 
man hang himself ? " 

"Pennant has the true spirit of a gentleman." 
(Johnson, as reported by Boswell) : So he has, I wish 
he had the style of a gentleman ; but his perverse 
imitation of countinghouse brevity, leaving the per- 
sonal pronoun out so perpetually, teazes a reader more 
than one could imagine. His style resembles a letter 
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in the " Spectator " recommeoding WMttington to the 
Temple of Fame. 

Bozzy was like a man in Mrs. Inchbald's comedies, 
I forget hia name, who brings people together for his 
own sport, and they sometimes quarrel, but make it up 
BO often that he is at length happily persuaded of his 
own benevolence. 

On BoBwell'B saying that she had mistaken sutUe for 
futile. It was no mistake. As pictures they are 
futile ; so are Hiss Linwood's. The moth, the sunshine, 
every thing may deetroy the beautiful work. Alae I • 

On Boewell's fearing to go into a world where 
Shakspeare ia unknown. *'And Virgil's sacred work 
shall die," says Cowley. Note: I am not bo sure, 
however, that we may not repeat Virgil, as I am that 
we shall not see the pictures of Bapbael and Corre^o. 
They must be taken from us I fear. The verses may 
be remembered. 

Ab to wine unlocking the heart. " Wine," says the 

• Dr. Lort, ■writing to Bishop Percy, says : " I take for granted 
that you have read Dr. JohnBOn's CorreHpondence, published by 
Mrs. I^ozzi : and though you might not have been Bony to have 
read the whole, yet I wish, for the Doctor's sake, that only half 
of it had been printed. In one letter it is said, 'I have seen 
Mra. Knowles, the quaker, and her fittile pictures ; ' it should b« 
tutHe, a word, though not to he found in hia Dictionary, yet veiy 
aptly made to express the mode of painting, viz. in needlework, of 
which sort th^ere are two portraits of the king and queen made hy 
Mrs. Knowlea at Buckinghain House. I desired a, sight of the 
origiDal letter in order to determine a wager. There it plainly 
appeared that a dash had been put across the long e, Johnson's 
usual mode of writing that letter, perhaps hy the printer or cor- 
rector of the press," 



n,gN..(JNGOOglC 



BBAOCUBBO. — OTWAl'S HAO. iST 

orator in Esdrasi " enables a man to apeak with Mb 
talent," 

"And a new thought is a very uncoromon thing 
in converaation, even of witty men." (^Johnson.) A 
new thought is like a new coin, and has more glitter 
but not more weight than the expression we have loDg 
been used to. 

" Querulouanesa of old age." (Malone, as quoted by 
BoBWell.) Was not Johnson querulous? In whom 
eke would such quemlousneas have been endured ? 

On Johnson's saying of Beauclerc, "No man was 
ever so free, when he was going to say a good thing, 
&om a look that expressed that it was coming; or, 
when he had said it, from a look that expressed that it 
had come." Note : Yes, Beauclerc waa first upon the 
languid list of Ton people. Dr. Johnson, who was all I 
emphasis himself, felt Spria of such a character ; a man I 
of quality who disdained effect in conversation, to 
which he never came unprepared. 

Otway's hag is a very fine one; completely what 
you see every day. Yet he makes it impress you at 
the fiftieth reading : 

" Oh, Been for ever, yet for ever new " 

cao he applied only to Otway's hag. 

" The truth is, it is impossible perfectly to translate 
poetry. In a different language it may be the same 
tune, but it has not the same tone. Homer plays it on 
a bassoon : Pope on a flageolet." — Boawdl. Homer 
played on the organ : Pope on the Cremona fiddle. 
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" Yon must not expect I should tell you anything, if 
I had anything to tell." (Johnson to Boswell, July 
13th, 1779.) Very true; he never did tell him any- 
thing for fear of misrepreBentation. 

On Windham'B remark (May 16th, 1778) that we 
were more uneasy from thinking of our wants, than 
happy in thinking of our acquisitions : No need of 
Mr. Windham to tell us that. 

" ' What need of books those trutlu to toll 
Wbich folks perceive who cairnot spell ; 
And must wb spectacles apply 
To see what hurta ooi naked eye F ' " 

"Thrale eared not about it." (Johnson's letter to 
Boswell, March 13th, 1779.) To be sure lie did not 
" Mrs. Thrale was in the coach." (Id.) Which he cared 
no more for than her husband cared about Boswell's 
anxiety. ' 

On Johnson's remark that a father bad no right 
to control the inclinations of his daughter in mar- 
riage : Some of his auditors were, however, of opinion 
that children m^ht control their parents In mar- 
riage. 

On Johnson's reference to a man with an inverted 
understanding : I have a notion it was the £ev. Mr. 
Mence, of whom I once heard Dr. Johnson say to old ■ 
Bumey : " Sir, Mence is a man who should be stuck 
upon a pole, and a large writing under him to say, 
* Do nothing as Mence does it.' " 

Parents expecting a return: They must be silly 
parent* sure, of no experience at all — Scotch parents, 
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attentive U> interest even whilst fondling their babies. 
What noneense I 

On the anecdote of Richardson mentiooiug that a 
gentleman had seen "Clarissa" lying on the king's bro- 
ther's table : The present king of Francp, Louis Dix- 
huit, who likewise delighted in reading Fielding's " Tom 

Jones : " he asked Dr. B as they walked on the 

Crescent at Bath, if Prior Park had belonged to the 
man who was believed the Allworthy of " Tom Jones ; " 
but Louis Dixhuit is a universal reader. 

As to beggars asking more readily from men than 
from women : The man has more money in his pockety 
and his money is his own. The woman is commonly 
responsible for her expenses to a father, a brother, 
or a husband. She must give in her account on 
Monday evening, and mention the shilling given to 
the beggar, for doing which she will receive a cheque 
and be told it was ill bestowed. 

"Mrs. Thrale and I," says Boswell, "had a dispute 
whether Shakespeare or Milton had drawn the most 
admirable picture of a man." (Adam versus Ham- 
let's father.) Note: Milton kept closer to the man. 
Shakespeare was more excursive: he lacked in orna- 
ment after all ; his is a more dramatic, Milton's a more 
epic description. Both were best, as the children say. 

On Johnson's dining with bishops : Well I I do 
think it was out of rule for a bishop to make a 
dinner on Holy Thursday. It would shock a foreign 
Romanist to hear of it. Who was the bishop I wonder ? 
But there were two it seems. 

TOL. II. K 
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On Mrs. Garrick calling Hannah More her chaplain : 
Odd enough if she did so, because their religious opi- 
nions were so widely different. 

The author of " Night Thoughts " and his son : A 
parent that he, the young man, hated. Addison and 
Young knew too much of life to be favourites with 
their familiea. 

On Palmer's return from transportation : When 
Margaret came home safe, and his old cat which he 
took out to exile with him, I know not who told me the 
eat recognised her original habitation. 

To Chinese vaunting, a common sailor retorted ; 
" And yet, though you have been pouring out tea ever 
since the Flood, you never had skill to make a spout to 
your teapot till we taught you how." 

" He (Johnson) had projected a work to show how 
small a quantity of real fiction there is in the world." 
(Boswdl.) That would have been pretty. Johnson 
used to say that he believed no combination could be 
found, and few sentiments, that might not be traced 
to Homer, Shakespeare, and Bichardson. 

Youth's Divine Pastime (one of "Burton's Books") 
was the legitimate parent of Ferdinand, Count 
Fathom, 

" In the meantime let us be kind to one another." 
(^Johnson to Dr. Taylor.) To whom he perpetually 
turned — not to his flatterers and admirers. Ever 
sighing for the toast, bread and butter of life, when 
satiated with the turtle and Burgundy of it. 

Johnson's letter to Miss Jane Langton, May 10, 1784 : 
Like his letters to Mr. Thrale's daughters, exactly. 
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On his fear of death : St. Paul himself was (in this 
sense) afraid, and Paschal died in terror if not of 
terror. 

As to giving cup to laity : Oh certainly, besides 
when our Saviour said, " drink ye all of this," He might 
mean merely the twelve apoetles, who were all the 
people present. 

Whiteford's su^estion of cross readings, "aiTigit- 
la/rly happy." [Boawell.) 

Not singularly happy, because the same trick waf. 
played in Queen Anne's time. I have it in an old edi- 
tion of the " TatJer." The signature however (Papy- 
rius Cursor) ia new, and pretty, and original. 

On Johnson's doing penance at Worcester, 1784: 
Very like a Romanist, but we must all go to the old 
^hop for something. 

He, Johnson, was one of the first conversers, and 
dazzled his hearers till they beHeved whatever he wished 
them to do. 
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MAKGINAL NOTES ON JOHNSON'S 
THE POETS."" 



" In 1636 he (Cowley) was removed to Cambridge." 
(Vol. ix. p. 4.)— Nothing doea so reconcile one to the 
laxity of all college discipline in our day, aa the re- 
flexion how sincerely it disgusted both Milton and Cow- 
ley in past times. Schools and colleges now neither 
instruct the young folk, nor offend them ; but as Sir 
Joshua Eeynolds said of hia pupils, " They may learn 
if they like ; I throw every advant^e in their way, and 
no hindrance," So said he, and bo may say the Dean of 
Christchurch.— 1 8 1 2, 

- " Of the verges on Oliver'a death, of which Wood's 
narrative aeema to imply something encomiastic, there 
has been no appearance. There is a discourse concerning 
his government, indeed, with verse intermised." (Vol. 
ix. p. 42.) — It is a discourse of energetic satire, and 
Burke was busy with this performance when he racked 
his own invention raw to find abuse enough for Warren 
Hastings. 

" He (Cowley) composed in Latin several books on 

• The references are to Murphy's edition of Johnson's Works, 
in 12 Tolumes octaTO, 1821. The Lives of the Poeto fill the 9th, 
10th, and 11th volunies. 
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plants." (Vol. ix. p. 13.) — And this was the Parent 
of Darwin's late Loves of the Plants. 

On Cowley's letter to Sprat, from Chertsey (vol. ix. 
p. 17): Johnson has a "Rambler," imitated from this. 
He loved to make retirement ridiculous. 

" Their conceits were sentiments slight and trifling." 
(Vol. ix. p. 30.)— Perhaps the Academy being lodged 
in every man's mind, is the oddest of all those conceits : 
Wisdom standing for Master of the College, the Virtues 
for Fellows, and Reason and Holy Fears for the 
Proctors. 

" In his (Cowley's) poem on the death of Hervey, 
there is much praise, but little passion." (Vol. ix, 
p. 39.) — He does divert his sorrow by chusing incon- 
gruous images, but in this poem one may discern some 
truth of real concern. I think it is the parent of Lord 
Lyttelton's monody to his wife. 

" Real mirth must always be natural, and nature is 
uniform. Men have been wise in very different modes, 
but they have always laughed the same way." (Vol. ix. 
p. 42.) — I think not; I think national mirth a great 
discrimination of national character. Wisdom is dressed 
up alike by almost all . . . One way of being wise, 
I think, and a thousand of being merry ... I felt 
naturalized in Italy many years after this note was 
written, when I could understand iA^r jokes, and make 
them understand mine. 

On verses quoted vol. ix. p. 48 : Cowley had a right 
no other man has, of making Nature the postillion 
to Art He always did place Art in the seat of honour, 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



134 MAROINAL NOTES. 

Mid made poor Nature a helper merely. Scarce a 
postillion. 

On the difficulties presented by eubjeets for poems 
taken from sacred history, vol. is. p, 53 : Yet Milton 
got through them, and with amazing success. These 
difficulties were no difficulties to him. 

(Vol. ix. p. 55.) — I think that's as well ; Virgil 
(fall of his own Georgics) describes the agricultural use 
of the stone : Cowley feeling it would produce death, 
thinks of the monument. 

" linund tlie whole eartli his dreaded name Bhsll sound, 
And reach to worlds that cannot yet be found." 

(Vol. ix. p. CO.) 

O'er the whole earth would be better ; rouTid and 
sound, and found, come too quick upon the ear to he 
sweet, and put one in mind of a man crying cherries. 

" I have formerly read, without much reflection, of 
the multitude of Scotchmen that carried their wares to 
Poland." (Vol. ix. p. 79.) — I can remember when 
every pedlar was called a Scotchman by servants &c., 
probably by those of higher rank . . , We children 
used to jump for joy, and cry. There's a Scotchman a 
coming, a Scotchman indeed, mamma. 

" Thoug-h with these atreams he no resemhknce hold, 
"Whoee foam is amher, and theb gravel gold, 
Hia genuine and less guilty wealth to explore, 
Search not his bottom but survey his shoie." 

On the Thame*, vol. is. p. 79. 

Not less guilty, I think . , . For Pactolus, &c., 
were innocent of all the frauds which c 
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on upon the Thames, and their wealth was genuine too, 
his acddental. _ 

" He (Milton) left the University alienated either by 
the injudicious severity of his governors, or hia own 
captious perversenesa." (Vol ix. p. 87.) — The first 
of these I fear it was . . They have never whipt a 
lad since, for fear of driving away a second Milton . . 
There was no danger. 

" He (Milton) has sense enough to judge there was no 
danger." (Vol. ix. p. 96.) — Of that I am not so con- - 
fident : dear Dr. Johnson had never been at Rome, 
which was certainly no safe place for Puritanical opi- 
nions, even in 1740; what danger there was in 1640, 
Milton was right enough to shun. Handel, who was a 
Lutheran, not a Calvinist, found Italy a very trouble- 
some residence on account of religion, tho' the Italians 
quite adored his talents, and loved his person. With 
how much more difficulty Milton got thro', H. L. P. can 
readily imagine. — 1802. 

Voltaire tells a wild and imauthorised story of a farce 
seen by Milton in Italy, which opened thus : " Let the 
rainbow be the fiddle-stick of Heaven." (VoLix. p. 127.) 
— A true one, I have no doubt A bow puts an Italian 
in mind of a fiddle, directly. That is exceeding co- 
mical indeed ! and shews off national character to 
perfection. A ship in full sail puts an Englishman, 
Dryden, in mind that she may be fraught with all the 
riches of the rising sun, in one place ; in another, it 
brings to his fancy a weaver and his loom . . When 
an Italian sees the rainbow, his imagination delights 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



136 HABOINAL NOTES. 

to have discovered a nice fiddle-Btick for the fiddle of 
Heaven. 

As to Milton being in the vein (vol. Ix. p. 124) : 
Violin players feel it above all other men. 

" To prove the paucity of readers, it may be suffi- 
cient to remark that the nation had been satisfied from 
1623 to 1664, that is, forty-one years, with only two 
editions of the works of Shakespeare, which probably 
did not together make one thousand copies." (Vol. 
ix. p. 137.) — It is a proof, because if we read any- 
thing, we read Sliakspeare.* 

" She, Milton's grand-daughter, knew little of her 
grandfather, and that little was not good." (Vol. ix, p. 
150.) — Those who wait on others, always, I beUeve, 
invariably complin of the people on whom they are 
dependant This girl had heard Milton find fault with 
his dinner some day when she wanted to be eating her 
own, I suppose, and told of it. We learn from her re- 
port, that John Milton was delicate in his diet. 

" With these trifling fictions are mingled the most 
awful and sacred truths." (VoL ix. p. 153.) — Milton 
had lived too much in Italy, and we must own Italian 
piety, tho' often fervent, is seldom delicate ; nor do they 
consider as profane,what justly shocks a native of Great 
Britain. 

(Vol. ix. p. 154, parf^raph beginning line ten from 
the bottom.) But that remark most probably in- 



* There ia now a Shakespeare, whether reul or not, in dmoet 
every house where tlieru is a collection of books j but the case 
WBfi difTerent &om 1623 to 1664. 
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spired Joanna Baillie with her admirable ideas of the 
guilty and the innocent mind contemplating the same 
objects in a manner strikingly different . . . See 
De Montfort 

" Both his characters delight in music." (Vol. ix. p. 
156.) — He loved Italian music, but Johnson had no 
notion of any music at all, unless perhaps a catch or 
hunting song; he would not else have called those cheer- 
ful notes, which Milton describes thus : 

"With WMiton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice in mazj running, 
Untwisting all the chkiuB that tie 
The hidden soul of harmonj." 

"But there is something wanting to detain atten- 
tion." (Vol. ix. p. 158.) — It wants nothing to de- 
tain a reader; on the stage it is cold and declama- 
tory. In reading, every line, every word tells, and I 
have heard Mr. Conway speak the verses so as to en- 
chain attention, and delight both eye and ear. 

(Vol. is. p. 162.) Satan's is not the most danger- 
ous impiety. Satan is a fiend, and we expect no 
better &om him ; but I have lived to see, in the year 
1818, an impious novel called "Frankenstein, or the 
Modem Prometheus," who takes for his motto, Adam's 
mode of arraigning God Almighty in verse 743 of the 
10th Book of " Paradise Lost." 

He is wicked, too, with great dignity . . . Not 
the Devil trodden down by Guide's Michael, but the 
Demon of Lanfranc, at Capo di Monte. 

*' But with guilt, enter distrust and discord, ifec" 
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(Vol. ix. p. 163.) — and a spirit of fatalism. They 
turn metaphysicians direct, and Adam throws the 
blame of all upon his Maker. " The woman that Thou 
gavest me," &c. 

(Vol. ix. p. 173.) Stock of Killala believed that 
angela were not wholly immaterial ; he held that God 
alone could act without organs. " The Almighty (said 
he) keeps that privilege to Himsel£" ... It may 
be so ; but bishops should not learn their divinity from 
Milton. 

"The variety of pauses &c." (vol. ix. p. 181.) — 
This I had the honour to tell Doctor Johnson; and 
I said : " Quin the actor taught it me ; and called it The 
Pause of Suspension." 

" Of all the borrowers from Homer, Milton is perhaps 
the least indebted." (Vohix. p. 182.)— And somewhere 
(but I cannot find the passage), Johnson says in a sneer- 
ing way : " You find no shield of Achilles, &c. in 
Milton." True ; but future life on earth, divided into 
compartments by the angel Michael, for Adam's infor- 
mation, in the 11th Book of Paradise Lost, would not 
have been so elegantly divided, I believe, had Milton 
never read Homer. 

(Story of Butler and the Duke of Buckingham. 
Vol. ix. p. 187.) — Johnson makes use of this story 
in bis " Rambler," of the man perpetually disappointed 
in his patrons. 

" The commonplace book of Butler," (Vol. ix. p. 
196.) — And such the commonplace book of Leonardo 
da Vinci. 
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(Vol. is. p. 197.) How dreadful 'tis to think that 
I, who saw dear Dr. Johnson write this passage . . . 
lived long enough to witness the ti-uth of thie passage 
likewise . . . and how strange, that after Buch a 
storm, the present tempmxti-^ calm should give me 
comfortable leisure to write this note. — 2 Sept., 1802. 

" One of the Puritanical tenets was the illegality of 
all games of chance." (VoL ix. p. 198.) — Playing at 
cai'da is deemed no very small wickedness now, in the 
year 1815, by many grave people who call themselves 
Methodists, or whom we call so : I truBt it is because 
they do not reflect on the emptiness of other amuse- 
ments. Hot Cockles, or Hide and Seek, is, per ae, no 
more innocent than a game at shilling whist. But they 
are all Democrates, and like to thwart the upper ranks 
of society, and leave the gin-drinkers and tobacco- 
smokers full liberty of gross enjoyment. 

(VoL is, p. 211, from the top to the bottom of the 
page.) — The only tale I ever could give credit to, 
of the odd kind of second sight, was a story related 
by a young woman, her name, Mann, who was Miss 
Hamilton's maid. " I was when a girl," said she, " play- 
ing on the green with my companions one summer 
evening, when Sally Macdonald suddenly ciy'd outj 
' Look, look I there's my father ahanging across the 
door.' " What door ? " replied I. There was no door 
in sight. ' His ovm,' answered the girl, and left off 
her diversion. We all continued ours, and thought 
no more about her, till in a week we heard the man 
bad hanged himself on that very day. He lived seven- 
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teen miles off." To tiiis story I know not how either 
to grant assent, it is so strange, or to refuse belief, it 
is BO artless. 

(Vol. is. p. 225.) — Richardson quotes as Otway'a 
lines, verses now well known to be Shakespear's ; but 
to Garrick, that mine of mercury striated with gold, 
we owe the revivification of Shakespear : tho' none 
of us had influence enough with Dr. Johnson to make 

him confess it, in his preface or his notes 

Mr. Thrale would not try ; Garrick had refused him a 
fevour. . . He would not patronize PoU Hart, who 
afterwards married Reddish. 

" She (Lady Dorothea Sidney) rejected his (Waller's) 
addresses with disdain." (Vol. ix, p. 232.) — Ladies are 
much humbler in these days. A famous poet now with 
ten thousand o' year " might choose among the lady 
Sophias and lady Dorotheas, I believe . . 1802 . . 
hut poets have no loiter Dr. Johnson's aristocratic 
ideas about birth or rank, which he rates rather too 
high for any times ; especially rank, which is a mere 
king's gift, and is often bestowed on very low mortals 
indeed. 

(Waller's conduct on the discovery of his plot, voL 
is. p. 244.) — What a mean fellow with his lO.OOOi. a 
year . . . had he never read "Tacitus" and hia 
account of a woman's firmness in concealing the plot 
she was intrusted with, which no tortures could force 
her to discover, for fear of bringing the tyrant's not 
unjust wrath on her companions ? a woman too of no 
* Wnller was a mim of old familj oa well as lar;^ fortune. 
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good character for any virtue except fortitude! Oh, 

wretched Mr. Waller ! ! ! 

(On Waller's famous reply to Charles the Second, 
vol. is. p. 252.) — A reply borrowed from " Luigi 
AUemaimi." See " Les Pens^ Ing^nieusea de Bon- 
hours : " see also " Retrospection." 

*' For who forbears to flatter an author or a lady ? " 
(Vol. Lx. p. 263.) — Kot Doctor Johnson certainly . . 
When he Battered Mrs. Montagu, who showed him 
some old china plates that had once belonged to Queen 
Elizabeth, and he told her they had suffered little 
diminution of dignity in falling to ker. 

(Waller's fortune, vol. ix. p. 269.) — Very true, in- 
deed, but Johnson always did say that swelling asser- 
tions shrunk to a small size, when in the hard gripe of 
a computist. 

(Verses, vol. ix. p. 266.) — It is a false sentiment: 
we never heard of Venus's snowy coldness before — as 
I remember, 

" They round about her into arbours crowd." (Vol. ix. 
p. 267.) — "Trees when- you sit shall crowd into a 
shade," says Pope, in imitation. 

" A tendency to belief that the mind goes with the 
body." (Vol. ix. p. 273.) — Johnson was very jealous 
of such sentiments towards himself: he used to quote 
Swift perpetually and say, 

" Some dire miafortune to portend, 
No enemj can mateh a Mend." 

I have seen friends who were hoping each other's 
decay — but they were wite, living in professed rivalry. 
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(Vol. is. p. 332.) — Mrs. Sullen gives much such 
an account of her lover's courtship in comic prose, as 
Dr. Johnson here gives of Almanzor in serious sadness. 
See the Beaux Stratagem, where Archer binds the 
housebreaker. 

(Vol. ix. p. 344.) — His (Dryden's) description of 
Cleopatra in her galley is the finest in the world — 
keeping clear of Shakespear all the time. Shake- 
spear's description is put into the mouth of an in- 
different spectator, Enobarbna : Dryden makes Antony 
himself the narrator, and dwells judiciously on the 
beauties of the lady, rather than the beauties of the 
show- 
As he (Dryden) came out from the representation, 
he was accosted thus by some airy stripling : " Had I 
been left alone with a young beauty, I would not have 
spent my time like your Spartan." "That, sir," said 
Dryden, " perhaps is true ; but then let me tell yon you 
are no Spartan." (VoL i. p. 346.) — The story is ill told 
. . . instead of Spartan read hero ; and then italic 
the word tio at last, and you preserve the point, which 
Johnson loses. 

(Vol. is, p. 348.) — Impossible!!! The man, veins 
and bowels, must have been left wholly empty, writing 
as he did sis plays in one year, — what nonsense ! * 

Though he (Dryden) was perhaps injuriously cen- 
sured, he would, by denyiug part of the charge, have 
confessed the rest. (Vol. ix. p. 351.) — Like Foote's 

* She was rigtt, and Johnson waa miMnformed by Leiigbome, 
Dryden never wrote more than three plays in one year. 
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cuckold in a storm, who begs his wife in that solemn 
moment to confess if she had ever been false to him. 
"Sink or swim," she replies, "Mr. Paragraph, that 
secret shall perish with me." 

Dryden's marriage (vol. ix. p. 371.) — I know not 
the story, but 'tis plain that Lady Eliz., tho' a person 
of high birth, is never charged with giving herself airs, 
like those of the Countess to Addison — tho' Addison 
was rich, Dryden poor, and the one ever dependent, 
the other Secretary of State. 

" Of the person of Dryden I know not any account." 
(Vol. ix. p. 371.) — I read in a "Gentleman's Maga- 
zine " an account of Mr, Dryden dressed in a sword 
and a Chadreux wig, taking his favourite actress Nancy 
Reeve to the Mulberry Garden and treating her with 
tarts. Query, what was a Chadreux wig ? 

" He called the two places (at Wills') his winter and 
his summer seat." (Vol. ix. p. 385.) — Like old Goosey 
Evanson, who shewed me two seats in his little garden, 
and said with much serious pomp : " This I call my 
Allegro, and this my Penseroso," a great thing indeed ; 
but he was imitating Dryden. 

In Warton's notes to " Pope's Eloisa," there is a 
little tale not new to me, told of a trick put upon 
Dryden by some wag, who translated hia famous lines 
beginnii^, " To die is landing on some silent shore," &q. 
into Latin verses ; old Leonine ones — as I remember ; 
and pasting them at bottom of a hat box sent to his 
house, alarmed the old poet, who feared being in future 
considered aa a Plagiarist; and was very angry , , 
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1815 ; and now, 1817, Mr. Mangin saya the Hnea were 
not written by Dryden but by Ghu+h. Warton quotes 
Walter Haite as author of the story. We are tempt«d 
to say with Foutiua Pilate, Quid est Veritas? and to 
reply auagrammatically. . . . Est vir qui adeat 1 1 
I think truth ia nowhere else. 

(Vol. ix. p. 388.) — Dr. Johnson was very angry that 
he was not called upon by Garrick to write the (Shake- 
speare) ode, which for that reason he always ridiculed. 

When Garrick's ode was published, he printed all 
the testimonies to Shakespear's merits along with the 
ode, I possessed, loved, yet lost it; like hearing dif- 
ferent hai-psichord players perform a favourite concerto, 
one was delighted with their different manners of doing 
the same thing. I used to think Dryden's praise 
grandest, Addison's neatest, and Dr. Johnson's gravest, 
and thought myself very clever to find a new allusion 
by virtue of which to extol such admired excellence. 
It may he found in the second volume of " Ketrospec- 
tion," p. 171. 

(Vol. ix. p. 391, from last two lines to foot of the 
page.) — Like Mrs. Pritchard, who, till late in life, 
never read more of Macbeth than her own part. She 
had not time, she told Dr. Johnson. 

(Vol ix. p. 392.)— This is a portrait of Doctor 
Johnson's own mind and m^kners ; I told him so, and 
he was not ill pleased. 

" His style could not be imitated, either seriously or 
ludicrously; for being always equable and always varied, 
it has no prominent or discriminate character." (Vol. ix. 
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p. 394.) — And it was Johnson's conversation opinion 
too. He liked Mr. Thrale, he said, because he had no 
trick about his mannere, do emphasis in Mb talk ; he 
could no more be taken off (as the phrase is) than: 
Beauclerc ; " and what. Sir," said I, " do you think then 
of your favourite Bumey ? " " Oh," said he, " Burney 
could not be taken off certainly, because he is cdl 
trickJ" 

(VoL ii. p. 138, from line 9 to line 12.) — There w 
too little description, I fanoy Dryden lived always in 
Loudon. 

(Vol. ix. p. 408.) — This is a good London night 
. . . his night in the tragedy so often and so justly 
admired, is a good countty night, but Young's descrip- 
tion suits every place and every season. It is the night 
of poetry and plainness, of ignorance and of philo- 
BOphy ... all are equally interested when they 
hear that 

" Twas aa the general pulse 
Of life Btood atiU, and NattiTa made a pause j 
An awful pause, prophetic of her end." 

A strange idea sure. 

(Vol. ii. p. 146, from line 6 to line 10.) — And yet 
it is he who attributes to him verses not his owq. 

" Pope represents him (Pamell) as falling from that 
time into intemperance of wine." (Vol. is. p. 151.) — 
I have heard Dr. Johnson say — what 'tis plain he' 
would not torite, — how Pamell could not get thro' a 
sermon without turning his head (even in the pulpit) 
to drink a dram. 

VOL. u. 1 
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The Hermit (Pamell's) is a favourite with all readers. 
The first on't is ia old Mabomet'e Alcoran, it is in 
Howel's " Letters " too ; ... and one may trace the 
old tale in the " Spectator." 

(Plot of the Fair Penitent, voL i. p. 62.) — It 
should not have been seated in G-enoa tho' — where 
such an outrage on a maiden lady scarce could have 
been committed, nor would ever have been thought on, 
Suicide likewise, and the odd composure with which 
Sdolto resolves to kill his daughter, are such non~ 
Italian notions. The scene should in no wise have been 
placed in Genoa, where no young lady of fashion can 
be got at. They are all safe in mmneries till married, 
and then their husbands are most toiUing Altamonts. 
Jane Shore is the true Fair Penitent, not Calista. 

"Arbiter Elegantianun." (Vol. z. p. 81.) — This 
phrase has been admired, adopted and quoted ever 
since these Lives came out ; nor did I ever, till 
the 26th of April, 1816, see that it existed, twenty 
years before these Lives came out, in Doctor Har- 
rington's epitaph upon the celebrated Beau Nash in 
the Abbey Church here. H.L.P. Bath, 26tk April, 
1816. 

" The ' Spectator,' whom he (Swift) ridicules for his 
endless mention of the fair sex." (VoL x. p, 90.) — Well ! 
there is too much about the fair eex. I am aa tir'd 
on't as Swift reading the papers over now, — 1802. 

(Addison's *' Drummer.") — It ia a dull comedy, 
tho' every character ia in itself a good one. It wanta 
incident, and interest, and power to set 500 people o' 
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laugbing when together. They would each of them 
be amused perhaps enough, reading it at home. A 
country gentleman, his lady and servants, are all the 
people engaged, except, indeed, my lady's two sUly 
lorers, Fantom and Tinael. 

(The Counteas of Warwick, Addison's wife.) — This 
lady was a Cambro Briton, and I suppose absurdly 
proud of her family, tho' it was not a high one. As to 
being Cotmtess of Warwick, her maid might have been 
Countess had an Earl married her. So I see little sense 
in her being proud of that. . . . Addisou, among 
his females, who he compares to instruments of music, 
in 607ne paper, is particularly severe, I well remember, 
upon the Welak harp, 

(Vol. ii. p. 389, from line 15 to line 21.)— Charm- 
ing Steel 1 how excellent was that man's heart I and 
how perfect was his friendship ! 

(Ab to relations being offended by biography. Vol. 
X. p. 90.) — If no relation loved Addison, this is not 
applicable to Aim at least. I think Lyttelton'a kins- 
folk were offended by these Lives; but the other 
poets had none to care how ill they were used. The 
public, however, battled it awhile for Gray, I think, and 
for Prior, and foolishly enough for Milton ; who is ao 
praised that his best lovers could not wish him more 
eloquent or lasting applause. Longinus could scarce 
have done it as well. 

"Addison died, leaving no child but a daughter.** 
(Vol. X. p. 93.) — Who I have always heard hated her 
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father's works, and despised his name, which, however, 
she did not change. 

I have heard a story, true or fake, concerning some 
member of Parliament, who having been galled by 
Addiaon'a wit, revenged himself npon this sensibility 
of feeling, by crying ont that a man who pretended to 
be Gwirdian of his comitry, must long be a Spectator, 
before he was qualified to be a Tatler in that House. 
I think a lover was brought in too, but I forget how. 
1801. 

Bayle's Dictionaiy lay alvrays open in his (Addison's) 
study. 

(Addison's popularity. Vol. x. p. 107.) — By what 
strange contradiction, then, could such a man be des- 
pised by his vnfe? Mr. Addiaon gives the palm of 
conjugal merit, I remember, to ladies who resemble the 
Bee. I know not whether he was naturalist enough 
to know that amongst itiaects, the Symenoptera. laclude 
all little creature that have stings. 

(On Addison's. " Cato.") — But did neither friend 
nor enemy, neither Dennis, nor Pope, nor Dr. Johnson 
find that the temptation of Juba to forsake Cato by 
Syphax, in the early part of the play, is borrowed irom 
' Alcibiades,' an exploded tragedy of Otway? where 
Tisaphemes eaya, ^most in old Syphax's words, 

" ' Curse on the boy, how ateadil}' he hears me t ' 

It is indeed greatly improved by Addison. 

Cato. — He does hesitate, and I think equivocate, 
as it ia now acted. Betty, the young Eoscius, and 
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I, talked it over when he played Fhocyas here at Bath, 
in the year 1814, and we agreed that the chief character 
deserved all he suffered. 

(SheflHeld, Duke of Buckinghamshire. Vol. z. p. 
149.) — He educated himadf, so he had, in earnest, no 
education. His passions were never broken down by 
authority, nor his reason cultivated so as to receive 
mysterious truths. ... A man who, like Sheffield, 
educates himself, will often possess powers of wit, and 
treasures of general knowledge ; but he scarcely can be 
a scholar, or a Christian, he has never learned to be 
such ; never gone thro' the necessary discipline. 

(Translation of Prior's extemporised French verses to 
a young lady. "Vol. s. p. 175.) 

From your charming voice and eyes 
Cupid's darts new mischief borrow ; 

And my bosom heaves with sighs 
Whilst I sing, let's banish sorrow. 

Prior's " Solomon." (Vol. x. p. 181.) — The variety 
with which Solomon courts his favourite Abra — the va- 
rious devices I mean, were all literally and positively 
used by Louis Qnatorze to seduce La Valiere, who, 
altho' enamour'd of her Sovereign, as Abra is repre- 
sented to be, required all his skill and power before he 
could prevaih 

"He (Congreve) treated the Muses with ingratitude." 
(Vol. X. p. 197.) — It was not affectation, tho' he did 
treat the Muses with ingratitude ; he lived with 
duchesses more willingly than with wits ; he was, I 
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believe, a truly proud Salopian, thinking much more 
of birth than of talente. 

(Congreve's relations.) — I believe some of them are 
yet living in and about Shrewsbury. 

(Vol. X. p. 199.) — danick was always angry when 
Doctor Johnson said these lines were better than any 
twelve descriptive lines in Shakespear. . . . Yet 
he never mentioned the plagiarism, and I neva knew 
till reading Malone's Shakespear, that there ever were 
such lines written as the original of these : — 

*' Softlee, softlee : 
The vaults e'en chide our steps with murmuring sounds. 
All thy strength, thou grey-eyed monument, 
Shall not avEul : strike villians, pierce the jaws 
Of this cold, ponderous creature. The moon rises ; 
See, masters, what a white and cold reflection 
Is throwne around this sanctified buildinge t 
E'en in a twinkling how the dull tomba glitter. 
As if Death's palace here were massive ^Iver 
And scorn'd the name of marble." 

(VoL X. p. 205.) — And this joke, silly as it was, 
seems to me not original, I have read it as recom- 
mended in the same scornful manner by some states- 
man. Oh, it was Lord Oxford, who being applied to, 
very seriously as it appeared, advised the youth who 
was his dependent (Mr. Rowe *, if I remember rightly) 
quickly to leajn Spanish. And this accomplishment 
being attained, the unfeeling Premier, instead of em- 

* The Bfoiy is told in Johnson's " Life of Bowe." 
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ploying him, as was not unreasonably expected, only 
said, " Then, Sir, you will have the pleasure of reading 
' Don Quixote ' in the original," 

*' He that belieTes his powers strong enough to force 
th^r own way, commonly tries only to please himself 
(VoL X. p. 242.) — As Doctor Johnson said he did, till 
he was starved into civility ; " and now," added he, " I 
am eminently and attentively polite." 

(" The Beggars' Opera.") — The modes of the Court 
was given him (Gay) by Lord Chesterfield ; and the 
song of " Gameatere and Lawyers" was the composition 
of Fortescue. 

(Vol. s. p. 247.) — I remember liking to read it 
{PoUy, the second part of "The Beggars' Opera") when 
I was a girl ; but I thought no one else had ever read 
it till I had the pleasure of being acquainted with Mr. 
Mangin. The copy which lay about my father's house 
was a quarto. 

" As a poet he (Gay) ctinnot be rated high. He was, as 
I once heard a female critic remark, of a lower order." 
(Vol. X. p. 148.) — His wife, Mrs. Johnson. 

(Vol. X. p. 350.)— It (Gay's " Trivia ") was written, I 
dare say, to amuse Pope and Swift ; he knew their taste. 

(Vol. X. p. 250.) — It ("Dione") is all borrowed 
from Don Quixote's story of "Marvella." Some beau- 
tiful lines do, however, adorn " Dione," particularly those 
endii^ with 

"Pair Partienia like tte rose appeara." 

(Vol. s. p. 251.)— All the poets of those days did, 
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inasmuch as their abilities permitted, certainl; en- 
deavour to copy Lh-yden. Of these imitators Pope waa 
confessedly highest on the scale, and Cray lowest, but 
the style and manDer was alike in alL 

Next to this school succeeded that of Mason, Gray, 
and Whitehead; of these poor Cumberland was last 
and lowest. Then came the Ossianists, and now Lord 
ByroQ, Scott, and Southey seek a new way to fame, in 
which all who put pen to paper follow implicitly with 
more or Iras good fortune. Meanwhile Doctor Grold- 
smith, and, I will add, Eogera in his " Pleasures of 
Memory," took their own way, and few can follow them. 
Cowper did not try ; he will be always an original 
thinker in these days, as Young was during Pope's 
reign. 

(VoL z. p. 253.) — She (Mary of Modena) was 
very pretty, tho', and very elegant, and liked to 
exert her power over men, fancyii^, perhaps, she might 
make coquetry useful to political if not to pious 
purposes. 

(Granville's "Mythol(^," vol. x. p. 260.)— When 
the Luotua et Qavdvx of the two Universities was 
printed in 1760, one man had clothed in the PAcenicwin 
language his poetical hopes and predictions of felicity. 
When forced by his brother wits and scholars to trans- 
late his ode, thus it was : — 

" Geo^ the Second is dead ; Jupiter and Juno mourn ! 
George the Third reigns ; Jupiter and Juno rejoice." 

(Savt^e's reputed mother, the CotmteBS of Maodes- 
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field, vol. X. p. 300.) — How came this lady to be 
received in society ao as to be able to injure him? We 
are less scrupulous now in the nineteenth century, yet 
I think such a character would boast few acquaintances, 
especiaDy among the people in upper life. 

{Vol. X. p. 325.) — An anonymous friend bade me, in 
a letter, remember these lines (Savage's Epigram 
on Dennis), and despise Baretti's lampoon. I did 
more: I forgave it, and sent him money when be 
really wanted. Our fiiend Colonel Barry one day, when 
Mr. Mangin lived on the Queen's Parade, Bath, alluded 
to my character of Baretti, given in the newspaper then 
called " The World." 

(Swift never seeiDg Stella or Mrs. Dingley without a 
witness, voL xi. p. 7.) — Then he must have opened his 
bosom to three persons ; or more still, if the witness 
was not always the same person, oddly contented with 
the character of a awnk fence between Swift and his 
ladies. 

(VoL xL p. 10.) — I always thought the Prophecy (the 
Anciffni Prophecy) & joke, — an invention, at least, — 
made by Swift in order to divert himself and others, by 
explaining it, and I am inclined to think so stUl, — 
1803. 

(Vol. X. p. 11.) — Harley deluded all and trusted 
none. 

" Pope was, through hia whole life, ambitious of 
splendid acquaintance." (Vol. xL p. 60.) — I knew a 
gentleman (little resembling Pope indeed), who used 
to delight himself in the close of life by celebrating bip 
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mother's virtues ; but the panegyric commonly begaa, 
and always ended, in his repetition of her favourite 
maxim ; " Get," said she, " my boy, get great acquaint- 
anees I " Mis mother, like Pope's", was a poor feeble- 
minded thing, unworthy anyone's care or esteem. 
Perhaps they are the mothers most regarded. 

" Mr. Cromwell, of whom I have heusl nothing par* 
ticular but that he used to ride a-hunting in a tye-wig." 
(Vol. xi. p. 61.) — Wigs were at first tjed, on purpose 
that men should ride in them either o' hunting or 
in battle. The Duke of Marlbro' is represented by 
painters as winning all his battles in a tye-wig, . . and 
it was, I think, called a campaign wig. "Honest, 
hat-lesB Cromwell in red briches," Gay says. 

(Vol. xi. p. 93.) — The French Eecueila tell a similar 
tale of some sculptor and some cardinal, I forget who, 
that play'd the silly part of Halifax. The artist took 
home his work, having never touched it after the great 
man had shown his taate by his objections ..." And 
now, my lord " (says he), " how do you find the statue ? " 
" Trovo ! " replied the guU'd ecclesiastic, " che veramente 
gU avete data la vita." 

"Being under the necessity of making a subter- 
raneous passage to a garden, he (Pope) adorned it with 
fossil bodies, and dignified it with the title of a grotto." 
(Vol. xi. p. 100.) — And he added the famous quibble of 
" What we cannot overcome we must undergo." 

(VoI.xLp. 101). — I went many years ago with friends 

• The very highest tribute is paid to her virtues by Pope him- 
self. 
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to Bee le chien sfavajit, who, when he play'd his trick pret- 
tily, his master encouraged by giving him bite of some- 
thing out of his pocket. " Qu'ert ce done, Monsieur ? " 
(aays one of the company.) "Du Pat^, Mademoiselle," 
replies the fellow. " II marine pourtaTit comme mto autre 
chien" exclaims another of our party. The people do 
just so by a great author, Pope or Johnson. 

(Vol. li. p. 103.) — 'When Johnson had finished his 
preface to Shakespear, Mr. Thrale said, " Oh, Sir, you 
have driven Pope quite into shade." " I fear not, Sir," 
was our Doctor's reply; "the little fellow has done 
wonders ! " 

" At their last interview in the Tower, Atterbury 
presented Pope with a bible." (Vol. xi. p. 105.) — And 
there is a black story told of and thro' Lord Chesterfield 
concerning that present; but I think it loses ground 
noWf 1817. It was once in every mouth and every 
publication. 

(Vol. xi. p. 108.) — Ralph (one of the heroes of the 
Dunciad) outlived all, and was lodging near Grarrick's 
house at Hampton, where he visited familiarly, but 
perhaps in somewhat of the style of a dependant; till 
one day MJr. Garrick waa engaged in shewing his plea- 
sure-grounds to a friend or two that he had detained 
to dine with him; and being perhaps thoughtless, or 
possibly unwilling to quit his company, he contented 
himself with calling the head-gardener, — "And, d'ye 
hear," said he, " take a card, and go yourself directly and 
beg Mr. Ralph's company to dinner. Take a card, I 
say, and make haste." The man left us, and I suppose 
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we all forgot what had passed till somebody inquired at 
dinner where Mr. Ralph was. " Lord, Sir I Mr. Ralph 
is very ill, very ill indeed." The gardener took a cart 
to fetch him, and he flung himself in such a passion, 
Dick thought he would have died. . . . How Garrick 
smoothed him up again I know not, but be came to 
Hampton as usual after that. 

(James Horsdale, voL xi. p. 118.) — He was a sad 
fellow, but very comical as a buffoon. He was the 
original Lady Fentweazle, and was employed as pimp 
and parasite, and everything, byThrale and Murphy in 
their merry houre. His taking off the old Duchess of 
Marlborough, Sarab Jennings, was particularly hu- 
mourous. 

(VoL xi p. 119.) — Mr. Rowe's [Letters] are read by 
women very much. 

(Vol. si p. 122.) — As my brother-in-law, Alderman 
Plumbe, who married Mr, Thrale's sister, read Shaftea- 
bury's "Characteristics" on a Sunday, " it is" (says he) 
" all about virtue so, — all unamwianded virtue . . ." 
and the librarian of Brera placed Tillotaon and Shaftes- 
bury together, I remembei;; for, the' he was himself 
an infidel, he had the bitterness and bigotry of the 
religion he profeea'd. 

(Vol. xi. p. 127.) — 1^18 Johnson leam'd of Abb^ 
Hook when we were in France together ; yet [ have my 
doubts. The Papists are all eager to save their poet 
from imputation of infidelity, and Johnson was very 
willing to see bo great a poet saved. 

(Vol. xi p. 127.) — The estate (devised to Watburton 
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by Allen) is all gone now, I believe. Warburton left no 
children, and hia widow married Mr. Stafford Smyth, 
who since her death married some mean woman and 
Bold Prior Park. 1802. 

(Mr. Southcot, vol. xi. p. 128.) — From wbom 
deflceads either lineally, as a natural child, or col- 
laterally, the now famous prophetess, Johanna South- 
cote. 1808. 

The taste of a Ferme ornSe descends likewise &om 
Mr. Southcote. He was the first to enclose a field with 
a twisted walk and shrubbeiy ornamented with beau- 
tiful flowers, Mr. Southcote was Lady Vane's favourite 
S., mentioned in " Peregrine Pickle." 

(VoL li. p. 132.) — And I recollect but very little 
vice in it (the *' Characters of Women ") though much 
caprice. But perhaps I still retain my old and odd 
curiosity ; for when I saw Quin act Sir John Brute, 
and heard him call for a song that should be full (said 
he) of sin and impiety, I felt disappointed when the 
player sung a "Bumper, Squire Jones," in which I could 
discover no ain or impiety at all. 

(Vol. xi. p. 145.) — Malherbe was, like him, (Pope) 
unwilling to call the priest ; he was contented to re- 
ceive him when he came ..." for," said he, " other 
people do send for a confessor ; and I suppose O^od 
Almighty won't make a Paradise on purpose for poor 
Malherbe; so you may shew Monsieur L'Abb^ in, if 
you please." 

(Vol. xi. p. 153.) — Costar, the French wit, says of 
such a character, that the pleasaatest moments he ever 
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passed were not with men of the moat fertile mrnds ; 
and that the pleasanteet walks he ever took were not in 
those countries which most excel in fruitfulneas. 

** Pope's revenue amounted only to about 800^ a year." 
(Vol, xi. p. 154.) — A very good income in the year 
1730, quite equal to 1500^ o' year now, in 1802, and 
less than that would enable a man to give his friends 
more than a pint of wine, surely, altbo' it is not to 
be had this day for less than four shillings and sixpence 
the bottle, 

"It would be hard to find a man so well entitled (as 
Pope) to notice by his wit, that ever delighted so much 
in talking of his money." (Vol. sL p. 155.) — A man, 
never; a woman, yes, — it was Mrs. Montf^u. 

(Vol. xL p. 161.) — An odd contempt for every study 
but that of poetry and metaphysics does certainly seem 
to run through all their (Swift's and Pope's) notions. 
Natural history is their perpetual scom. ... I guess 
not why. To wa/nder thro' a ivildemeas of mow 
has at least this claim to preference, that something 
certain may be learned, however trifling. . . . Those 
who confound their readers with talking about time, 
and space, and matter, and motion, identity and 
infinity, spend time, and breath, and paper all in vain. 
They neither teach nor learn. — 1802. 

(Vol. xL p. 169.) — This parallel (the famous one 
between Pope and Dryden) is imitated from the famous 
French one between Corneille and Bacine ; and that 
from an old classical comparison between the merits of 
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Thucydides and Herodotus , . . Ok imUatorea! Servum, 
pecuB. 

" I cannot forbear to observe that the comparison of a 
student's prepress in the sciences with the journey of a 
traveller in the Alps, is perhaps the best ttiat English 
poetry can shew." (VoL xi. p. 1 77.) — Perhaps so it is. 
But they say nma that the original thought came from 
Silius Italicus, book 3rd, and Drummond certainly 
recollected that whea he wrote these lines : 

"And as a pngrim who the Alps doth pnas, 
Or Atlaa' temple crown'd witii Winter's glass, 
When he eome heapea of hilk hath overwent 
Beg^nnee to think on Test, his journey spenf^ 
Now mounting some tsll mountain, he dothe find 
Mote h^ghts before him than he left behind." 

" The meanest passage is the satire upon Sporus." 
(Vol. xi. p. 193). — Certainly not; but Dr. Johnson 
loved a Hervey. 

"Godsaid let Newton be 1 and all was light!" (VoLxi 
p. 217.) — There is Bometbing like this said of Aristotle, 
but I forget by whom : " Now Nature lay in obscurity 
till he appeared, &c ; " bat it was really little less than 
profane in Mr. Pope to put his imitation, thus height- 
ened by words so awful, on a Christian's sepulchre, and 
in a Christian church. 

(Vol. xL p.237.) — The lady was no good judge, I 
suppose. A Capt". Ker told me a strange thing of 
him once, and I feel since that it was true somehow. At 
a Mend's house in Scotland where Thompson was visit- 
ing, came on a visit likewise a young lady with whom 
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the poet fancied himself much in love; and having an 
idea (says Capt. Ker) that it would be a heavenly sight 
to see her strip for bed, he bor'd a hole thro' his own 
floor who lay over her chamber, and meant to peep 
successfully in at the crevice ; but having drank hard 
and the girl not going to rest ae soon as be expected, 
he dropt asleep and snor'd so loud she heard him ; and 
climbing on the chairs, set her candle to the place, and 
bum'd his nose and cur'd him of his passion. 

" The thought of the Last Day makes every man 
more poetical." (VoU ad. p. 342.) — It makes some 
people less than poeticaL I went once with a lady 
to see some fireworks, when an animated harlequin 
ran up a pole, lighting a ring of lamps at top. " This,** 
says my companion, "is truly awful, and puts me in 
mind of the Last Day ! " 

(Vol. li. p. 345.)— The parallel (Young's) of Quick- 
silver and Pleasure is most undoubtedly original ; so 
far superior to Pope's passage of the Alps in bis " Essay 
on Criticism." 

(VoLxL p. 350.) — I remember seeing Mrs. Gibber 
once play Eurydice for her benefit; or was it Elvira ? 
but my father said Mallet wrote the play. He visited 
Mallet, and told ua once how Mrs. Mallet kiss'd her 
husband's hand, and said, "I kiss the dear hand that 
confers immortality." My mother thought it very 
ridiculous, I remember. 

(Vol. xi. p. 353.) — I recollect my family joining in 
Mallet's opinion, that Byng was a sad fellow ; and they 
Uilled an old Mrs. Osborne, who put her house in 
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mournmg for the Admiral, Mother Damnable : she 
hung her rooms with black. 

(Gray's verses on Walpole'a Cat, vol. xi. p. 373.) — 
She is also called a Tabby Cat in one line, a Tortoise- 
Shell Cat in another ; perhapa he knew no more of his 
nymph than Cowley of his fictitious miatressea. A poet 
makes his puas to hia own mind, and then writes verses 
to her.* 

(Life of Lyttleton, vol. xi. p. 380.) — Doctor Johnson 
requested Lord Westcote, in my bearing, to write this 
life for him (tho' I am sure he neither loved nor 
esteemed the man). Lord Westcote declined the work 
with many complimentary expressions; said his dear 
brother was in the best possible hands, &c. ; and after 
it waa written, flew in a rage and ran to Mrs. Montagu, 
complaining of Doctor Johnson, who sate still and 
laugh'd at my Lord Parenthesis, as he called Billy L3rt- 
telton. 

(VoL xi. p. 382.) — Very modestly said. Johnson 
would not suffer his personal dislike to operate upon 
character in a work he meant to be lasting. Lady 
Lyttelton lived to a very great age. 

" Doctor, you shall be my confessor." (Vol. xi. p. 387.) 
— So ended a man (Lord Lyttelton) who had always 
fulminated against auricular confession, tho' it is surely 



* The china bowl in which the identical cat was divwned was 
amongat tlie curiosilieB of Stiawbeny TTill before the diaperaion 
of its treamirea. These are irrecoverable, but the present owner, 
Frances, Countess of Waldegrave, is doing all tliat can be done 
by taste and mnnificeuoe to revlTe the genius of the place. 

VOL. II. M 
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better confessing our sins to a priest than a physician. 
What BignifieB blaming each other so ? Confession to a 
priest has nothing in it necessarily eril; Komanists 
may have abused the practice, but blaming our brother 
Christians is no better in us Protestants : 'twere wiser 
to let that alone. 
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Death call'd aside the jocund groom, 

With him into another room : 

And looting grave, You must, says he. 

Quit your sweet bride, and come with me. 

With you, and quit my Susan's side ? 

With you ! tbe hapless husbaud cried : 

Young as I am ; 'tis monstrous hard ; 

Besides, in truth, Fm not prepared : 

My thoughte on other matters go. 

This is my wedding night, you know. 

What more he urg'd, I have not heard. 

His reasons could not well be stronger. 

So Death the poor delinquent spared, 

And left to live a little longer. 

Yet calling up a serious look. 

His hour glass tumbled while he spoke, 

Neighbour, he said, farewell. No more 

Shall Death disturb your mirthful hour. 

And further to avoid all blame 

Of cruelty upon my name. 

To give you time for preparation. 

And fit you for your future station. 

Three several warnings you shall have 

Before you 're summon'd to the grave : 

Willing, for once, I '11 quit my prey. 

And ^ant a kind reprieve ; 

In hopes you'U have no more to say 

But when I call again this way, 

Well pleafl'd tbe world will leave. 

To these conditions both consented. 

And parted perfectly contented. 
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What next the hero of our tale befell. 

How long he lived, how wise, how well. 

How roundly he pursued his course. 

And smok'd hia pipe, and atrok'd his horse, 

The willing muse ahaJl tell : 

He chaffer'd then, he bought, he sold. 

Nor once perceived hie growing old, 

Kor thought of Death as near; 

His friends not false, hia wife no shrew. 

Many his gains, hie children few. 

He pass'd hia hours in peace ; 

But while he view'd his wealth increase, 

■While thus along life's dusty road. 

The beaten track content he trod, 

Old Time whose haste no mortal spares 

Uncall'd, unheeded, unawares. 

Brought him on his eightieth year. 
And now one night in musing mood, 
Aa all alone he sate, 
Th' unwelcome messenger of fate 
Once more before him stood. 
Half stilled with anger and surprise. 
So soon returned 1 old Dobson cries. 
So soon, i' ye call it I Death replies : 
Surely, my friend, you 're but in jeat ; 
Since I was here before 
Tis Bis-and-thirty years at least, 
And you are now fourscore. 
So much the worse, the clown rejoin'd, 
To spare the aged would be kind ; 
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However, see your search be legal. 

And your authority — Is 't regal ? 

Else you are come on a fool's errand. 

With but a se^^tary's warrant. 

Besides, yon promised me three warnings, 

Which I have looked for nights and mornings ; 

But for that loss of time and ease 

I can recover dam^es. 

I know, cries Death, that at the best, 

I seldom am a welcome guest ; 

But don't be captious, friend, at least ; 

1 little thought you'd still be able 

To stump about your farm and stable ; 

Your years have run t© a great length, 

I wish you joy tho' of your strength. 

Hold, says the farmer, not so fast, 

I have been lame these four years past. 

And no great wonder, Death replies ; 

However, you still keep your eyes, 

And sure U> see one's loves and friends. 

For legs and arms would make amends. 

Perhaps, says Dobson, so it might, 

But, latterly, I've lost my sight. 

This is a shocking story, Mth, 

Yet there's some comfort still, says Death ; 

Each strives your sadness to amuse, 

I warrant you have all the news. 

There's none, cries he, and if there were, 

I'm grown so deaf, I could not hear. 
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Nay then, the spectre stem rejoin'd. 
These are unjustifiable yearnings ; 
If you are lame, and deaf, and blind, 
You 've had your three sufficient warnings. 
So come along, no more we 'II part : 
He said, and touch'd him with his dart ; 
And now old Dobson, turning pale, 
yields to bia fete — so ends my tale. 
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THE STREATHAM PORTRAITS. 

Madame D'abblay's description of the Streatham 
Portraits will be the best preface to the following verses 
on them : " Mrs, Thrale and her eldest daughter were 
in one piece, over the fire-place (of the library), at full 
length. The rest of tiie pictures were all three- 
quarters. Mr. Thrale was over the door leading to his 
study. The general collection then began by Lord 
Sandys and Lord Westcote (Lyttelton), two early noble 
friends of Mr. Thrale. Then followed Dr. Johnson, Mr. 
Burke, Dr. Ooldsmibh, Mr. Murphy, Mr, Garrick, Mr. 
Batetti, Sir Bobert Chambers, and Sir Joshua Beynolds 
himself — all painted in the highest style of this great 
master, who much delighted in this bis Streatham 
gallery. There was place left but for one more frame 
when the acquaintance with Dr. Bumay began at 
Streatham." 

The whole of them were sold by auction in the spring 
of 1616. According to Mrs. Piozzi's marked catalogue, 
they fetdied respectively the following prices, which 
appear to vary according to the celebrity of the sub- 
jects, and to make small account of the pictures con- 
sidered as works of art: — "Lord Sandys, 36i. 15s. 
(Lady Downshire) ; Lord Lyttelton, iSL la. (Mr. 
Lyttelton, his son); Mrs. Piozzi and her daughter, 
6ll. 188. (S. Boddington, Esq., a rich merchant) ; Gold- 
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smith (duplicate of the original), 133i. 7s. (Duke of 
Bedford); Sir J. ReynoldB, 1281. 28. (E. Sharp, Esq., 
M.P.) ; Sir E. Chambers, S4l. (Lady Chambers, his 
widow) ; David Garrick, 183L 15s. (Dr. Charles Bumey); 
Baretti, 31l. lOa. (Stewart, Esq., I know not who) ; Dr. 
Bumey, 84L (Dr. C. Bumey, his son); Edmund Burke, 
2521 (R. Sharp, Esq., M.P.); Dr. Johnson, 378t 
(Watson Taylor, Esq.), by whom for Mr. Murphy was 
offered 102?. 18s., but I bought it in." In 1780 
Reynolds raised the price of his portraits (three-quarter 
size) from thirty-five to fifty guineas, which, Mrs. 
Piozzi complains, made the Streatham portraita in many 
instances cost more than they fetched, as she had to pay 
for them after Mr, Thrale's death at the increased price. 
Her own prefatory remarks are ; 

"With the dismal years 1772 and 1773 ended much 
of my misery, no doubt. The recollection of the sweet 
and saint-like manner in which my incomparable mother 
meekly laid down her temporal existence, sweetened 
the loss of her who I shall see no more in this world, 
and whose situation in the next will probably be too 
high for my most fervent aspirations. The loss of our 
dear boy fell so heavy on my husband, that it became my 
duty to endure it courageously, and shake away as much 
of the weight as it was possible. Among other efforts to 
amuse myself and my eldest daughter, — now my daily 
companion, and a charnivng one, but never partial to a 
mother who sought in vain to obtain her friendship, — 
was a fancy I took of writing little paJtry verse cha- 
racters of the gentlemeD who sate for their portraits in 
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the Ubraryj and of whose sittings I waa cruelly impatient. 
No wonder ! when such calamity was hanging over our 
heads as is mentioned in the last volume. Let that 
reflection make you hesitate in censuring the satirical 
vein which perhaps does run through them all ; 



Lord Sakdts appears first, at the head of the tribe. 

But flat insipidity who can describe ? 

When such parents and wife as might check even 

Pindar, 
Form family compacts his progress to hinder : 
Their oppression for forty long years he endur'd, 
The nobleman sunk, and the scholar obscured ; 
Till rank, reason, virtue, endeav'ring in vain 
To fling off their burden, and break off their chain. 
Can at last but regret, not resist, his hard fate, 
Like Enceladus, crush'd by the mountainous weight. 



Next h im on the right hand, see Lytt«Iton hang ; 
Polite in behaviour, prolix in harangue. 
With power well matur'd, with science well bred. 
He had studied, had travell'd, had reason'd, had read. 
Yet the mind, as the body, was wanting in strength. 
For in Lyttelton everything ran into length ; 
Of his long wheaten straw thai the fanner complains. 
Where the chaff is still found to outnumber the 
grains. 
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In these features • so placid, so cool, so serene. 
What trace of the wit or the Welshwoman 'a seen ? 
What trace of the tender, the rough, the refin'd. 
The soul in which such contrarieties join'd ! 
Where, tho' merriment loves over method to rule, 
Beljgion resides, and the ^rtuea keep school : 
Till when tir'd we condemn her dogmatic^ air, 
Like a rocket she rises, and leaves us to stare- 
To such contradictions d'ye wish for a clue ? 
Keep vanity still, that vile passion, in view. 
For* tis thus the slow miner Ms fortune to make, 
Of arsenic thin scatter'd pursues the pale track. 
Secure where that poison pollutes the rich ground. 
That it points to the place where some silver is found. 

• She complained in proae as well as in verse of tie want of 
likeneas in her own portrait Northcote, in Ha Life of Beynolds, 
olraerved of Sir Joshua's pictures in general that " IJiey posaeBs a 
degree of merit superior to mere portraits ; they assume the rank 
of histoiy. Hia portraits of men are distinguished bj- a certain 
air of dignity, and those of women and ciiildren by a grace, a 
heauty, and eimplicity which have seldom been equalled and never 
sorpttssed. In his attempts to give character where it did not 
exist, he has sometimes lost likeness, but 'Qie deficiencies of the 
portrait were often compensated by the beauty of the picture." 
Mrs. Piozzi remarks on thia paesag;e : " True, in »^ portrait above 
all, there is reaUy no resemblance, and the charader is leaa like 
my father's daughter titan Pharaoh's." Speaking of Sir Joshua's 
picture of Lady Sarah Bunbury " sacrificing to tiie Graces," Mrs. 
Piozzi says : " Lad; Sarah never did sacrifice to the Graces. Her 
beauty was in her face, which had few equals ; but she was a 
cricket-player, and ate beefiteaks upon the Steyne at Brighthelm- 
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Of a virgin bo tender •, the face or the fame 
Alike would be injur'd by praise or by blame ; 
To the world's fiery trial too early conaign'd. 
She BOOH shall experience it, cruel or kind. 
His coQcem thus the artful enameUer hides. 
And his well-finlsh'd work to the furnace confides ; 
But jocund resumes it secure from decay, 
If the colours stand firm on the dangerous day. 



A manner so studied, so vacant a face. 

These features the mind of our Murphy di^race, 

A mind unaffected, soft, artless, and true, 

A mind which, though ductile, has dignity too. 

Where virtues ill-sorted are huddled in heaps. 

Humanity triumphs, and piety sleeps ; 

A mind in which mirth may with merit reside. 

And Learning turns Frolic, with Humour, his guide. 

Whilst wit, follies, iaults, its fertility prove. 

Till the faults you grow fond of, the follies you love. 

And corrupted at length by the sweet conversation. 

You swear there 's no honesty left in the nation. 

An African landscape thus breaks on the sight, 

Where confusion and wildness increase the delight ; 

Till in wanton luxuriance indulging our eye. 

We faint in the forcible fragrance, and die. 

* Her eldest daughter, then a, child. 
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From our G-oldsmith's anomalous character, who 

Can withhold his contempt, and his reverence too ? 

From a poet so polished, so paltry a fellow I 

From critic, historian, or vile Punchinello ! 

From a heart in which meanness had made her abode, 

From a foot that each path of vulgarity trod ; 

From a head to invent, and a hand to adorn, 

Unskilled in the schools, a philosopher bom. 

By disguise undefended, by jealousy smit, 

This lusus Ttaiurw, this nondescript wit, 

May best be compared to those Anamorphoses, 

Which for lectures to ladies th' optician proposes ; 

All deformity seeming, in some points of view. 

In others quite accurate, regular, true : 

Till the student no more sees the figure that shock'd 

her. 
But all in his likeness — our odd little doctor. 



Of Reynolds all good should be said, and no harm ; 

Tho' the heart is too frigid, the pencil too warm ; 

Yet each fault from his converse we still must dis- 
claim. 

As his temper 'tis peaceful, and pure as his fame. 

Nothing in it o'erflows, nothing ever is wanting, 

It nor chills like his kindness, nor glows like his 
painting. 

"When Johnson by strength overpowers our mind, 

When Montagu dazzles, and Burke strikes us blind; 
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To Reynolds well pleas'd for relief we must run, 
Gejolce in Ms shadow, and shriek from the sun. 

Tin. 
In this luminous portrait requiring no shade, 
See Chambers' soft character sweetly display'd : 
Oh > quickly return with that genuine smile, 
Nor longer let India's temptations beguile. 
But fly from a climate where moist relaxation 
Invades with her torpor th' effeminate nation, 
Where metals and marbles wiU melt and decay, 
Fear, man, for thy virtue, — and hasten away. 



Here G-arrick's lov'd features our mem'ry may trace, 
Here praise is exhausted, and blame has no place. 
Many portraits Hke this would defeat my whole 

scheme, 
For what new can be said on so hackney'd a theme ? 
'Tis thus on old Ocean whole days one may look, 
Every change well recorded in some well-known 

book ; 
Till with vain expectation fatiguing our eyes. 
Nor the stonji nor the calm one new image supplies. 



See Thrale from intruders defending his door, 
While he wishes his house would with people nm o'er ; 
TJnUke his companions, the make of his mind, 
In great things expanded, in small things confia'd. 
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Yet Ms purse at their call and his meat to their taste, 
The wits he delighted in lov'd him at last ; 
And fill ding no prominent follies to fleer at. 
Respected his wealth and applauded his merit : " *- 
Much like that empirical chemist was he 
Who thought Auima Mundi the grand panacea. 
Yet when every kind element help'd his collection. 
Fell sick while the med'eine was yet in projection. 

II. 

Baretti hangs next, by his firownS you may know him, 

He has lately been reading some new published poem; 

He finds the poor author a blockhead, a beast, 

A fool without sentiment, judgment, or taste. 

Ever thus let our critic his insolence fling. 

Like the hornet in Homer, impatient to sting. 

Let him rally his friends for their frailties before 'em, 

And scorn the dull piaise of that dull thing, decorum : 

While tenderness, temper, and truth he despises. 

And only the triumph of victory prizes. 

Yet let us be candid, and where shall we find 

So active, so able, so ardent a mind ? 

To your children more soft, more polite with your 

servant, 
More firm in distress, or in friendship more fervent. 

* " I am at present ia a tottrbtSon ot conrersatioas ; but bow 
came jou to Ibrow in the Thrales among the Reynoldses nnd the 
Beauclerlca f Mr. Thrale is a worthy sensible man, and has the 
wits much about bis house, hut he is not one himself Periiaps 
you mean Mrs. Thrale."— JowoeW to Tempk, May 10th, 1775, 
This is not exactly the tone in which he distinfpiishes the couple 
in his book. 

TOL. U. H 
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Thus jEtna enraged her artillery pours, 
And tumbles down palaces, princes, and towers ; 
While the fortunate peasantry fix'd at its foot, 
Can make it a hot-house to ripen their fruit. 



See next, happy contrast ! in Bumey combine 
Every power to pleaae, every talent to ehine. 
In professional science a second to none. 
In social if second, thro' shyness alone. 
So sita the sweet violet close to the ground. 
Whilst holy-oaks and sunflow'ra flant it around, . 
His character form'd free, confiding, and kind, 
Grown cautious by habit, by station confin'd : 
Tho' bom to improve and enlighten our days. 
In a supple facility fix^ his praise : 
And contented to sooth, unambitious to strike, 
Has a faint praise from all men, from all men alike- 
While thus the rich wines of Frontiniac impart 
Their sweets to our palate, their warmth to our heart. 
All in praise of a liquor so luscious agree. 
From the monarch of France to the wild Cherokee. 



See Burke's bright intelligence beams from his face, 
To his language gives splendour, his action gives grace; 
Let us list to the learning that tongue can display. 
Let it steal all reflection, all reason away ; 
Lest home to his house we the patriot pursue, . 
Where scenes of another sort rise to our view ; 
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Where AvMce usurps sage Economy's look,* 
And Humour cracks jokes out of Eibaldry's book : 
Till no longer in silence confession can lurk, 
That from chaos and cobwebscould spring even Burke. 
Thus, 'mong dirty companions conceal'd in the ground, 
And unnotic'd by all, the proud metal was found, 
Which, exalted by place, and by polish refined, 
Gould comfort, corrupt, and confound all mankind. 



Gigantic in knowledge, iu virtue, in strength. 

With Johnson our company closes at length : 

So ihe Greeks from the cavern of Polypheme past. 

When, wisest and greatest, Ulysses came last. 

To his comrades contemptuous, we see him look down 

On their wit and their worth with a general frown : 

While from Science' proud tree the rich fruit he 



Who could shake the whole trunk while they tum'd 

a few leaves. 
Th' inflammable temper, the positive tongue, 
Too conscious of right for endurance of wrong. 
We suffer from Johnson, contented to find 
That some notice we gain from so noble a mind ; 
And pardon our hurts, since so many have found 
The balm of instruction pour'd into the wound. 

* Till he got bis pemon, Burke wsa Blwaya poor; and the 
wonder is how he managed to make both ends meet at all. 
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Tia thus for its virtuee the chymiste extol 
Pure rectified spirit, sublime alcohol. 
From noxious putrescence preservative piire, 
A cordial in health, and in sickness a cure ; 
Sut oppos'd to the sun, taking fire at his rays. 
Bums bright to the bottom, and ends in a blaze. 
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Akabiaji tales, all Oriental tales indeed, are full of 
imaginatioQ, void of common eeuse. The lady who 
recounts can scarcely tail to amuse. She is herself so 
handsome and so charming, tiiie story must please, be it 
what it will ; but they must be Hsteners like Sir James 
Fellowes who can feel interest in an old man's narration, 
and hear attentively the Babbiuical story concerning 
A search after Asheri. 

Four young men, then, stood round their father's 
' death-"bed. " I cannot speak what I wish you to hear," 
whispered the dying parent ; " but there is a Crenius 
residing in the neighbouring wood, who pretends to 
direct mortals to Asheri. Meanwhile, accept my house 
and lands ; they are not large, but will afford an 
elegant sufficiency. — FarewelL" 

Three of the brothers set out instantly for the wood. 
The fourth staid at home ; and, having performed the laet 
filial duties to a father he revered, began to cultivate 
his farm, and court his neighbour's daughter to share it 
wiU) him. She waa virtuous, kind, and amiable. We 
will leave them, and follow the adventurers, who soon 
arrived at the obscure habitation of the reputed sage, 
bosomed in trees, and his but darkened with ivy. Scarce 
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could the ambiguous mandates be heard ; still less could 
the speaker (Imagination) be discerned through the 
gloom. " What is this Aaheri we are to look out for ?" 
eaid one brother. " Oh ! when once seen, no eye can 
be mistaken," replied a voice from within the grot, 
"Three beautiful forms uniting under one radiant head, 
compose the sighed-for object," "/ am a passionate 
admirer of beauty" interrupted the youth. " Shall I 
not find the lovely creature at Grand Cairo ? " *' Seek 
your desire there," was the reply; " the soil will be con- 
genial to your nature." He set off without studying 
for an answer, 

When the next brother made application : " I wonder," 
said he, " how this renowned Aekeri should ever be 
found without obtaining court-favour, and permission 
to proceed in the search." " At Ispahan, Sir, you may 
procure both. Here are letters for the young Sophy* 
of Fei^ia, scarce thirteen years old, and her mother 
the Sultana Valadi." A respectful bow constituted 
this youth's adieu, and he put himself immediately on 
progress. 

The third, who till now had been employed in laugh- 
ing at and mimicking his companions, remained a 
moment with the Genius of the wood ; and " "Well, 
Sir," said he, " which way shall / take towards find- 
ing this fabulous being, this faultless wonder, this 
non-existent chimera, Aaheri f " Oh, you are a wit : 
make your dSbut at Delhi; 'tis the only mart for talents." 
Aboul, willing to try his fortune, soon set out : and 
after fifteen years — for bo long my tale lasts — he was 
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observed by two mendicants of ragged and wretched 
appearance ; who, fainting with hunger and exhausted 
by disease, addressed bim as he sate upon a stone by the 
wayside leading to Kouristan, 400 miles from Delhi. 
"I have no money, my honest firiende," said he; "but 
you shall share my dinner of brown bread and goat's 
milk. You have scarcely strength, I see, to reach the 
cottage : I will run home and fetch two wooden bowls 
full." He did so, and they were refreshed, and recc^- 
nised each other. It was now who should tell ids 
hapless history; but Aboul was ablest and gave the 
following account : — 

*' You left me," said he, " with that rascally con- 
juror, Imagination by name, whose delight it is to dress 
up a phantom for poor afflicted mortals to follow, and 
he calls it AakeH. My destiny led me to seek in Delhi 
the bright reward of superior talents ; but it was never 
my intention to claim applanae till I had deserved it ; 
so my lamp went not out at night till I had composed 
a book of tales for publication, — short ones, but well- 
varied, — for novels were the mode at Delhi. In a 
week's time the book was in every band that could bold 
one. The reviews criticised, but the ladies bought it, 
and the criticisms did me more good than harm. An 
ill-spent note called me to the toilette of a great lady ; 
invitations then crowded round me, suppers without 
end, and dinners undesired. At first this was not un- 
pleasant, and I began to think Askeri not far distant* 
I wrote elaborate poems in praise of my protectress, 
entered into none of her intrigues ; but gainst all the 
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people she hated there were store of lampoons and 
choice of epigrams ready, composed by the fashionable 
author, your hapless brother AbouL Favoured by one 
society, therefore, persecuted by another; adored by 
one set of ignorant females, tormented by another set ; 
stared at by a neutral class as if I had been a monster ; 
everything I said repeated, and wrong repeated ; every- 
thing I did related, and ivrtrng related; I gained in- 
formation that my patroness was on the eve of losing 
her friend the vizier's confidence, which a yoipiger beauty 
(a woman she despised) was stealing away. My business 
was to satirize the vizier, who could not read ; but soon 
understanding from others that it was done with acri- 
mony of which Aboul only was capable, my Fatima 
was threatened ; and to save herself, promised to give me 
up ; but, in the clothes I exchanged instantly for those 
of a grateful slave, my escape was perfected, and you 
will not suspect me of seeking this invisible Aeheri in 
the mean character of a village pedagogue, — for such 
you find me, after fifteen years' separation, — though, 
really, explaining to babies the rudiments of literature 
is at least a far less offensive employment than that of 
trying to instruct self-sufficient fools who take up their 
teachers out of vanity and discard them out of pride. 
I have been long enough a wit and an author. Kow 
tell me your adventures." 

" Mine," said the passionate admirer of beauty, " are 
soon told. I dashed at Cairo into the full tide of what 
the world calls 'pleasure, till dissipation was no more a 
name. Five of the fifteen years were spent in ruining my- 
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self and others. The ten remaining proved too few for 
my repentance, too mwiy for my endurance. My frame 
exhausted, my very mind enfeebled, life is to me only a 
lengthening calamity. What was ymir course, Mesrou?" 
"My course was wretched," replied Mesrou; "but 
my aim was well taken, and the goal I aimed at grand. 
Sesolving to subdue all meaner passions, and dedicate 
myself to ambitious pursuits, I entered Ispahan with 
hope swelHng in my heart, and presented my credentials 
to Sultana Valadi. She was old and ugly, amorous and 
vindictive. No matter ; she guided the helm of State 
for her young son, whose honour she conceived would 
still be best secured by keeping his subjects continually 
at war. I was a coadjutor completely to her taste in 
public and private, having small care for the nation, 
and few scruples of delicacy. We spared no expenses 
for the support of the army, but out generals were some- 
times beaten and disgraced us; sometimea victorious, and 
then they came home to insult us. My sultana's temper, 
crooked as her person, grew wholly insupportable ; every 
misfortune was set down to my account as minister, and 
money became hard to 6nd. Taxes offended the people, 
and the soldiers refused to enforce them. The lady 
was af&ighted at the spirit she had raised ; and, when 
I observed her one evening as if miring some powders 
in the Cherbette we were to drink after supper, I was 
affrighted too ; and, grasping her so roughly that resist- 
ance was vain, I held the prepared potion to her own 
lips. Fortunately for my innocence, the Valadi, in her 
ungovernable fury at such treatment, broke a blood- 
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vessel, and I left het to expire unpitied on the sofa, while 
the bustle gave me time to drop my turbaa ; and snatch- 
ing the lay &ock from off a dervise in the crowd, covered 
mj^eU up, and escaped £rom being the prime minister 
at Ispahan. Let ua now try to find our fourth brother, 
Ittai, and return, though ragged, to our father's house." 
The first man they met showed the leading path, and 
pointed out the way. Arrived, they saw the fields so 
much improved, it was scarce possible to recognise the 
place. The man of talents, however, climbing a ladder 
which was reared against the wall for some reason, looked 
in, and perceived Ittai dancing at the celebration of his 
son's birthday. " Oh, brotherl"" he exclaimed, "here we 
are ; we have never found Aaheri," " That is a truth, 
indeed," replied a little figure from behind the screen, 
" for I have never moved for fifteen years from tbis very 
spot." " Is that the beauti/iU creature we were taught to 
expect ? " cried out the man of pleasure. Ittai set wide 
his door, and a burst of brilliancy illuminated the dwell- 
ing. Virtue, Love, and Friendship — three forms under 
one radiant head — dazzled their sight ; and, " Keep your 
distance," said the well-tuned voice : •' Aaheri abhors 
men who deny the existence of what all must wish, but 
none will ever find in pleasure, fame, or power. Agheri 
dwells in heaven, visiting in dieguiee even the favoured 
mortals who, like Ittai, send up their pious aspirations 
there, and live contented with their lot below." The 
brolJierB waked as from a dream, resolving to forget all 
their projects of felicity in this life ; which they closed 
in company with Ittai : and each half hoped he saw a 
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gleam, of Askeri, as this world gradually receded from 
their view, and Boft futurity advanced to meet them. 

Streatham Park, April 3, 1816. — " Mrs. Piozzi gave 
me this (the foregoing) paper in the Library. After 
telling several amusing anecdotes, she mentioned one of 
Sir R. Jebb. One day somebody had given him a bottle 
of castor oil, very pure ; it had but lately been brought 
into use. Before he left his home, he gave it in charge 
to his man, telling him to be careful of it. After the 
lapse of a considerable time, Sir Richard asked his 
servant for the oil. ' Oh, it's bH used I ' replied he. 
'Used!' said Sir Richard; 'how and when, Sir?' 'I 
put it in the castor when wanted, and gave it to the 
company.' The way of telling this story by Mrs. Piozzi 
added to the humour, and renders all description use* 
less." — Sir James Fellowes. 
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HER CHARACTER OF THRALE. 

Afl this is Tkraliana, I will now write Mr. Tkrale's 
character in it. It is not because I am in good or ill- 
humoor with him or he with me, for we are not ca- 
pricious people, but have, I believe, the same opinion of 
each other at all places and times. 

Mr. Thrale's person is manly, his countenance agree- 
able, his eyes steady and of the deepest blue; his 
loolc neither soft nor severe, neither sprightly nor 
gloomy, but thoughtful and intelligent ; his address is 
neither caressiTe nor repulsive, but unafifectedly civil 
and decorous; and his manner more completely &ee 
from every kind of trick or partictilarity than I ever 
saw any person's. He is a man wholly, as I think, oat 
of the power of mimicry. He loves money, and is 
diligent to obtain it ; but he loves liberality too, and is 
willing enough both to give generously and to spend 
fashionably. His passions either are not strong, or else 
he keeps them under such command that they seldom 
disturb his tranquillity or his friends ; and it most, I 
think, be something more than common which can affect 
him strongly, either with hope, fear, anger, love, or joy. 
His regard for his father's memory is remarkably great, 
and he baa been a most exemplary brother ; though, 
when the house of his favourite sister was on fire, and 
we were all alarmed with the account of it in the night. 
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I well remember that he never rose, but bidding the 
servant who called ua to go to her assistance, quietly 
turned about and slept to hia usual hour. I must give 
another trait of his tranquillity on a different occasion. 
He had built great casks holding 1000 ht^heads each, 
and was much pleased with their profit and appearance. 
One day, however, he came down to Streatham as usual 
to dinner, and after hearing and talking of a hundred 
trifles, "but I forgot," says he, "to tell you how one of 
my great casks is burst, and all the beer run out." 

Mr. Thrale's sobriety, and the decency of his con- 
versation, being wholly free from all oaths, ribaldry and 
profaneness, make him a man exceedingly comfortable 
to live with ; while the easiness of his temper and slow- 
ness to take offence add greatly to his value as a do- 
mestic man. Yet I think his servants do not much love 
him, and I am not sure tiiat his children have much 
affection for him ; low people almost all indeed agree 
to abhor Mm, as he has none of that officious and cordial 
manner which is universally required by them, nor any 
skill to dissemble his dislike of their coarseness. With 
regard to his wife, ^ough little tender of her person, he 
is very partial to her xmderatanding ; but he is obliging 
to nobody, and confers a favour less pleasing than 
many a man refuses to confer one. This appears to me 
to be as just a character as can be given of the man 
with whom I have now lived thirteen years ; and though 
he is extremely reserved and uncommimicative, yet one 
must know something of him after so long acquaintance. 
Johnson has a very great degree of kindness and esteem 
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for him, and says if he would talk more, his manner 
■would be very completely that of a perfect gentleman. 

(Here follow Master Pepys' verses addressed to Thrale 
on his wedding-day, October, 1776.) 

People have a strange propensity to making vows 
on trifling occasions, a trick one would not think of, 
but I once caught my husband at it, and have since 
then been suspicious that 'tis oftener done than believed. 
For example : Mr. Thrale and I were driving through 
E. Orinsted, and found the inn we used to put up at 
destroyed by fire. He expressed great uneasiness, and 
I still kept crying, " Why can we not go to the other 
inn ? 'tis a very good house ; here is no difficulty in the 
case," All this while Mr. Thrale grew violently impatient, 
endeavoured to bribe the post-boy to go on to the next 
post-town, &c., but in vain ; till, pressed by inquiries 
and solicitations be could no longer elude, he confessed 
to me that he had sworn an oath or made a vow, I 
forget which, seventeen years before, never to set his 
foot within those doors again, having had some fraud 
practised on him by a landlord who then kept ihe house, 
but had been dead long enough ago. When I heard 
this all was well; I desired him to sit in the chaise 
while the horses were changed, and walked into the 
house myself to get some refreshment the while. 

In 1779, June, after his recovery &om the first fit of 
paralysis, she writes : 

His head is as clear as ever ; his spirits indeed are 
low, but they will mend ; few people live in such a state 
of preparation for eternity, I think, as my dear master 
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has done since I have been connected with him ; re- 
gular in Hb public and private devotions, constant at 
the Sacrament, temperate in his appetites, moderate in 
his passions, — he has less to apprehend &om a sudden 
summons than any man I have known who waa young 
and gay, and high in health and fortune like him. 
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TRANSLATION OF LAURA BASSrS VERSES. 



I Ghbisiofobo, who shewed us the Specola at 
Bologna, and made hia short but pathetic eulogium on 
the lamented Dottoressa, pointed with his finger (I 
believe he could not speak) to her much admired and 
well-known verses on the gate : — 

" Si tibi pulchra domus, si splendida mensa, — quid inde ? 
Si species auri, argenti quoque massa, — quid inde? 
Si tibi sponsa decens, si sit generosa, — quid inde? 
Si tibi simt nati ; si pnedia magna, — quid inde ? 
Si iiieria pulcher, fortis, divesve,— -quid inde? 
Si doceas alios in qualibet arte ; — quid inde ? 
Si longua serrorum inserviat ordo : — quid inde ? 
Si faveat muudus, si prospera cuncta, — quid inde ? 
Si prior, aut abbas, si dux, si papa, — quid inde ? 
Si feliz annos regnes per mille, — quid inde ? 
Si rota Fortume se toUit ad astra, — quid inde? 
Tarn cito, tamque cito fugiunt luec ut nihil, — inde. 
Sola manet Virtus ; nos glorificabimur, — inde. 
Ergo Deo pare, bene nam tibi provenit — inde." 

I brought them home of course, and tried to trans- 
late them; but ventured not the translation out of 
my sight till now. 
Setb October, 1816. 
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Thy mansioQ splendid, and thy service plate, 

Thy coffers fill'd with gold ; — well 1 what of that? 

Thy spouse the envy of all other men, 

Thy children beautiful and rich, — what then ? 

Vig'rous thy youth, unmort^t^d thy estate, 

Of art£ the applauded teacher ; what of that ? 

Troops of acquaintance, and of slaves a train, 

This world's prosperity complete, — what then ? 

Prince, pope, or emperor's thy smiling fate. 

With a long life's enjoyment, — what of that ? 

By Fortune's wheel tost high beyond our ken. 

Too Boon shall following Time cry — Well 1 what then? 

Virtue alone remains ; on Virtue wait. 

All else / sweep away ; — but what of that ? 

Trust God, and Time defy : eternal is your date. 
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A FRIGHTFUL STORY. 



Hebe (at Florence) our little English coterie printed a 
book, and called it the " Florence Miscellany," — you 
have Been it at ray lodgings, — and here, one day, for 
frolic, we betted a wager who could invent tie most 
frightful story, and produce by dinner time.* The 
clock struck three, and by five we were to meet again. 

Merry brought a very fine one, but Mr. Greatheed 
burned his, and the following 

" JRAOMENT OF A SCEWB NEAR NAPLES " 

carried off the palm of victory- 
He tore her from the bleeding body of her hus- 
band, and throwing her across his horse, spurred him 
forward, till even the imaginarj' noises, which for a while 
pursued his flight, began to fade away and leave him 
leisure to reanimate his brutal passion. He alighted 
in a distant and deserted place, and by the faint light 
which the new moon afforded some moments ere she 
sunk below the horizon, examined his companion, and 
found her — dead. A crowd of horrid images possessed 
his mind, but that which prevailed was the fear of 
discovery. He regained his seat, intent upon escape, 

* A somewhat umilar competdtioii produced " Fraukenstem " 
and "The Vampire.' 
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bat the horse trembled, and refused to stir. Euggiero 
resolved to lose no time in fruitless contentions with 
his steed, but fly away as fast as it was possible. He 
ran for a full hour, then found himself entangled by 
8<Hne unseen substance that hindered him from pro- 
ceeding. 

The mountam, which had for thirty years been si- 
lent, then gave a hollow groan. Euggiero knew not 
that it was the mountain : but a column of blue flame 
shot up from the crater convinced him, while gather- 
ing clouds and solemn stillness of the air announced 
an approaching earthquake. Euggiero's joynta began 
to loosen with the united sensations of guilt and fear ; 
surrounded on all sides by torrents of indurated lava, — 
which he recollected to have heard flowed from Vesu- 
vius the year that he was bom, when both his parents 
perished in the flames, and he himself was saved as if 
by miracle, — his feet stood fixed by difficulty, whilst 
his mind ran rapidly over past events. The mountain 
now swelled with a second sigh, more solemn than be- 
fore. The hollow ground heaved under him, and by 
the light of an electrick cloud which caught the blaze 
as it blew over the hill, he happily discovered a dis- 
tant crucifix, and seeking with steps become somewhat 
more steady to gain it. Tears for the first time eased 
his heart, and gave hope of returning humanity. 
Euggiero now prayed for life only that he might gain 
time to request forgiveness; and after a variety of 
penances courageously endured, he lives at this day, a 
hermit on Vesuvius, — religion making that residence 
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delightful, the sight of which, when guilty, chilled him 
with horror, — and he scruples not to relate the story 
of hia conversion to those who, passing that way, are 
sure to partake his hospitality. 

This story was never seen since that day by any one. 
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were all persuading him to go home, and Dot fling any 
more time away in prosecuting Mb dangerous passion 
for Lady Cowper ; while the Grand Duke himself was 
his rival. I answered his application, poor fellow I in 
the concluding verses of our " Florence Miscellany." 
They wanted it lajger ; so I said ; — 

The book 's imperfect you declare. 

And Piozzi ha^ not given her share ; 

What 'b to be done ? some wits in vogue 

Would quickly iind an epilogue ; 

Composed of whim, and mirth, and satire. 

Without one drop of true good nature ; 

But trust me ; 'tis corrupted taste 

To make so merry with the last : 

When in that fatal word we find 

Each foe to gayety combined. 

Since parting then — on Amo's shore 

We part — perhaps to meet no more ; 

Let these last lines some truth contain. 

More clear than bright, less sweet than plain. 

Thou first ; to sooth whose feeling heart 
The Muse bestowed her lenient art; 
Accept her counsel, quit this coast 
With only one short lustrum lost : 
Not longer let the tuneful strain 
On foreign ears be poured in vain ; 
The wreath which on thy brow ^ould live, 
Britannia's hand alone can give. 
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Meanwhile for Bertie Fate prepares* 
A mingled wreath of joys and cares; 
When politics and party-rage 
Shall strive such talents to aogage. 
And call him to controul the great. 
And fix the nicely balanced state : 
Till charming Anna's gentler mind, 
For storms of Action ne'er designed. 
Shall think with pleasure on the times 
When Amo listened to his rhymes ; 
And reckon among Hear'n's best mercies, 
Our Hozzi's voice, and Parsons' verses. 

Thou too t ; who oft has strung the lyre 
To liveliest notes of gay desire ; 
No longer seek these scorching flames, 
And trifle with Italian dames ; 
But haste to Britain's chaster isle, 
Receive some fair one's vii^in smile, 
Accept her vows, regard her truth, 
And guard from ills her artdess youth. 
Keep her from knowledge of the crimes 
That taint the sweets of warmer climes ; 
But let her weaker bloom disclose 
The beauties of a hot-house rose : 

* Mr. Qreatbeed. She deecribee him as completelj under the 
influence of his wife, the charmiog Abqa. Id the " Baviad and 
Moeviad " he is called the Bubens of the Delia Cruacau school Hi« 
tragedy, " The Regent," waa acted in 1788. 

j' Fanons. 
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Whose leaves uo insects ever haunted, 
Whose perfume but to one ia granted ; 
Pleased with her partner to retire 
And cheer the aafe domestic fire. 

While I — who, half-amphibious grown, 

Now scarce call any place my own — 

Will leam to view with eye serene 

Life's empty plot, and shiftily scene : 

And trusting still to Heav'n's high care, 

Fix my firm habitation there : 

Twas thus the Grecian sage of old. 

As by Herodotus we 're told", 

Accused by them who sate above. 

As wanting in his country's love : 

" "lis that," cried be, " which most I prize," 

And pointing upwards, shewed the skies. 

* An obTiauB anaclironism. There in Mmething like the ttonght 
towards the conclugiim of the Ninth Book of Plato's Republic. 
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ODE TO SOCIETY.' 

I. 
SociETT ! gregarious dame ! 
TtTio knows thy favour'd haunts to name ? 
Whether at Paris you prepare 
The Bupper and the chat to share, 
While fix'd in artificial row. 
Laughter displays its teeth of snow : 
Grimace with raillery rejoices. 
And song of many mingled voices. 
Till young coquetry's artful wile 
Some foreign novice shall beguile. 
Who home retum'd, still prates of thee. 
Light, flippant, French Society. 

II. 
Or whether, with your zone unbound, 
You ramble gaudy Venice round, 
Besolv'd the inviting sweets to prove, 
Of friendship warm, and willing love ; 
Where softly roll th' obedient seas, 
Sacred to luxury and ea^e, 

" This ode was probably 8ugpg«sted by Grainger's "Ode to 
Solitude." The copy in "Thraliena" is cot quite the same, and she 
adds : " These versea were written in a state of complete solitude, 
for I never saw a place so secluded from the busy hum of men 
as our little habitatjon at the Bagful di Pisa." 
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Id cofTee-house or casino gay 
Till the too quick return of day, 
Th' enchanted votary who eighs 
For sentiments without disguise, 
Clear, unaffected, fond, and iiree. 
In Venice findfi Society. 

III. 
Or if to wiser Britain led. 
Your vagrant feet desire to tread. 
With measur'd step and anxious care. 
The precincts pure of Portman-square ; • 
While wit with elegance combin'd, 1 
And poljsh'd manners there you'll find ; J- 
The taste correct — and fertile mind : J 
Remember vigilance lurks near. 
And silence with unnotic'd sneer, 
Who watches but to tell again 
Your foibles with to-morrow's pen ; 
Till titt'ring malice smiles to see 
Your wonder — grave Society. 

IT. 

Far from your busy crowded court, 
Tranquillity makes her reeort ; 
Where 'mid cold Staffii's columns rude, 
Resides majestic Solitude ; 
Or where in some Bad Brachman's cell. 
Meek Innocence delights to dwell. 
Weeping with unexperienc'd eye. 
The death of a departed fly : 
* The residence of her old rival, Mrs. Montagu. 
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Or in Hetruria's heighta sublime, 
Where Science self might fear to climb. 
But that Bhe seeks a smile from thee, 
And wooes thy praise, Society, 



Thence let me view the plains heiow. 
From rough St. Julian's nigged brow ; 
Hear the loud torrents swift descending, 
Or mark the beauteous rainbow bending. 
Till Heaven regains its favourite hue, 
^ther divine 1 celestial blue i 
Then bosom'd high in myrtle bower. 
View letter'd Pisa's pendent tower ; 
The sea's wide scene, the port's loud throng» 
Of rude and gentle, r^ht and wrong 
A motley group which yet agree 
To call themselves Society. 



Oh ! thou still sought by wealth and fame, 
Dispenser of applause and blame ; 
With flatt'ry ever at thy side, 
Witii slander can thy smiles divide ; 
Far from thy haunts, oh 1 let me stray. 
But grant one friend to cheer my way. 
Whose converse bland, whose music's art. 
May cheer my soul, and heal my heart ; 
Let soft content our steps pursue. 
And bliss eternal bound our view : 
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Pow'r m resign, and pomp, and glee. 
Thy best-lov'd sweeta — Society. 

DIDO EPIORAMS. 
We were speaking the other day of the famous 
epigram in Ausonius : — 

" Infelix Dido, nulli bene nupta marito. 
Hoc moriente fugis, hoc fugiente peria." 

Two lordfi, in vain, unlucky Dido tries, 

One dead, she flies the land ; one fled, she dies.* 

" Pauvre Didon I ou t'a reduite 
De tes maris la triste sort ; 
L'un en mourant cause ta fuit«, 
L'autre en fuyant cause ta mort." 

is reckoned a beautiful version of this epigram. 

There is, however, a very old passage in Davison, 
alluding to the same story : — 

" Oh, most unhappy Dido I 

Unlucky wife, and eke unhappy widow : 

• To the s«me class of jV«j: if e^pnif as this epitaph on Dido, 
belongs one made on Thjnne, " Tom of Tan Thousand," after his 
assassination bj Konigsmark, who wished to many the widow, the 
heireaa of the Percys. Thynne's marriage had not been con- 
summated, and he was eaid to have promised marriage to a maid 
of honour whom he had aeduced. 

" Here lies Tom Thynne of Longleat Hall, 
Who never would so have miscarried, 
Had be married the woman he Uy withal, 
Or lay with the woman he mwried." 
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Unhappy in thy honest mate. 
And in thy love unfortunate." 

When Lady Bolingbroke led off the Crim. Con. Dance, 
about thirty-five years ago, the town made a famous 
bustle conceming her ladyship's name — Diana. She 
married Topham Beauclerc, and when her first husband 
died, some wag made these verses : 

" Ah I lovely, luckless Lady Di, 

So oddly link'd to either spouse ; 

Who can your Gordian knot untie ? 

Or who dissolve your double vows ? 

" And where will our amazement lead to, 

When we survey your various life ? 

Whose living lord made you a widow, 

Whose dead one leaves you still a wife," 

Will it amuse you to read some of the unmerited 
praises I picked up in this charming society P When 
we all stood round the pianoeforte, and I felt encouraged 
to reply to Bertola's complimentary verses, which were 
csrtainly improvised : when he sung : 
" Esser mi saran fatali 
Cento rivali e cento ; 
Ma piti che i miei rivali 
La tua virtu pavento. 

" Non in sen d'angliche mura 

I tuoi be' lumi al dl si schiuse ; 
Tu nascesti, da un dio me lo giura, 
Ove nacquero le Muse." 
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To which I replied : — 

Delicati al par di forti 

Son li versi di Beitola ; 
Dolce mion che mi consola 

Mentre lui cantando va ; 

Ma tentando d'imitarli 

S' io m' ingeg;no, — 6b, Dio ! invano ; 
Dall' inusitata mano, 

II plettriiko caschera. 

We were in a large company last night, where a beau- 
tiful woman of quality came in dressed according to the 
present taste, with a gauze head-dress, adjusted turban- 
wise, and a heron's feather ; the neck wholly hare. 
Abate Bertola bade me look at her, and, recollecting 
himself a moment, made this epigram improvise ; 

" Volto e crin hai di Sultana, 
Perch^ mai mi vien disdetto, 
Sodducente Mussulmana, 
Di gittarti il fazzolettoV 

of which I can give no better imitation than the fol- 
lowing : — 

While turban'd bead and plumage high 

A Sultaness proclaims my Cloe ; 
Thus tempted, tho' no Turk, I'll try 

The handkerchief you scorn — to throw ye. 
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VERSES ON BUFFON. 



While we were daily receiving some tender adieus 
from our Milanese friends, the famous Bufifoa died, and 
changed the conversation. He was hlind a few days 
before his death, and occasioned this epigram : 

" Ah ! s'il eat vrai que Buffon perd les yeui. 
Que le jour ae refuse au foyer des lumiSres : 
La nature a la fin punit les curieux. 
Qui penetroient tous ses myst^es." 

The Abate Bo§si translated it thus : — 

" Ah 1 s'6 ver che Bufibn cieco diventa, 
Se alle pupille sue il di s' asconde ; 
Natura alia fin gelosa confonde 
Chi entro gl' arcani suoi penetrar tenta." 
Buffon's bright eyes at length grow dim. 
Dame Nature now no more will yield ; 
Or longer lend her light to >iiin 
Who all her mysteries reveal'd. 

Thia last of course was done hy your own httle 
friend ; who was careful to preserve a power over her 
own language, although beginning almost to thijik in 
Italian hy such constant use. 
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ineCEXLANIES. 



FLORENCE MISCELLAIfT. 

Dedication {writer not epedfied). 

What a whimsical task, my dear friends, you impose 
To coHtribute a fine Dedication in prose I 
Out Fiozzi, methinks, is much fitter fiir this. 
For she writes the Preface, and can't write amiss. 
But my thoughts neither beautiful are nor sublime, 
So I wrap them in metre, and tag them with rhime. 
Like theatrical dresses, if tinsel'd enough. 
The tinsel one stares at, nor thinks of the stuff. 
We mean not our book for the public inspection. 
Then why should we court e'en a Monarch's protection? 
For too oft the good Prince such a critic of lays is, 
He scarcely knows how to peruse his own praises. 
Ourselves and our friends we for Patrons will chuse, 
No others will read us, and these will excuse. 

Preface, by Mrs. Pioszi.* 
PsEi-ACBS to Books, like Prologues to Plays, will seldom 
be found to invite Readers, and still less often to convey 
importance. Excuses for mean Performances add only 
the baseness of submission to poverty of sentiment, and 
take from insipidity the praise of being inoffensive. We 
do not however by this little address mean to deprecate 

• The Preface praised by Walpole. See Vol. I. p. 271. 
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PEEFACE TO MISC2LLAKT. 509 

public Criticism, or solicit Eegard ; why we wrote the 
verses may be easily esplain'd, we wrote Uiem to divert 
ourselves, and to say kind things of each other ; we col- 
lected them that our reciprocal expressions of kindness 
might not be lost, and we printed them because we had 
no reaaon to be ashamed of our mutual partiality. 

Portrait Painting, though unadom'd by allegorical 
allusions and unsupported by recollection of events or 
places, will be esteem'd for ever aa one of the moat 
durable methods to keep Tenderness alive and preserve 
Friendship from decay : nor do I observe that the room 
here where Artists of many Ages have contributed their 
own likenesses to the Royal Gallery is less frequented 
than that which contains the statue of a slave and the 
picture of a SibyL Our little Book can scarcely be less 
important to Readers of a distant Age or Nation than 
we ourselves are ready to acknowledge it : the waters of 
a toineral spring which sparkle in the glass, and exhi- 
larate the spirits of those who drink them on the spot, 
grow vapid and tasteless by carriage and keeping ; and 
though we have perhaps transgress'd the Persian Rule 
of sitting silent till we could find something important 
or instructive to say, we shall at least be allow'd to have 
glisten'd innocently in Italian Sunshine, and to have 
imbibed from it's rays the warmth of mutual Benevo- 
lence, though we may have miss'd the hardness and 
polish that some coarser Metal might have obtain'd by 
heat of equal force. I will not however lengttien out 
my Preface ; if the Book is but a feather, tying a stone 
to it can be no good policy, though it were a precious 
TOL. II. ? 
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SIO ' IIISCELLASTE8. 

one ; the lighter body would not make the heavy one 
swim, but the heavy body would inevitably make the 
light one sink. 

During her stay in Italy (writes Sir J. Fellowes) 
in this delightful society, up<m the banks of the Amo, 
which was duly enlivened by brilliant wit and classic 
taste, the converBation often turned upon more serious 
subjects, and one day it was proposed to write an im- 
promptu upon the fetal monosyllable now, the present 
moment passing away even before the word is written 
that explains it. This pretty quatrain was produced 
by Delia Crusca Merry, who had been asserting that all 
past actions are nihilitic, and that the immediate moment 
was the whole of human existence : 
" One endless Now stands o'er th' eventful stream 
Of all that may be with colossal stride ; 
And sees beneath life's proudest pageants gleam, 
And sees beneath the wrecks of empire glide." 

To this H. L. P. replied : — 
"Tis yours the present moment to redeem, 
And powerful snatch from Time's too rapid stream ; 
While self-impell'd, the rest redundant roll, 
Slurab'ring to stagnate in oblivion's pooh 

OM A WI^PINQ WlliOW PLACED AflAINaT THE SUNDIAL 
AT BRTSBELLA, KOV. 28tH, 1802. 

Mark how the weeping willow stands, 

Near the recording stone ; 
It seems to blame our idle hands. 

And mourn the moments flown. 
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Thus conscience holds our fancy fast. 
With care too oft' afiectedj 

Pretending to lament the past. 
The present still neglected. 

Yet shall the swift imprOTing plant 
With spring herleareB reatune; 

Nor let the example she can grant, 
Descend on winter's gloom. 

Loiter no more then near the tree, 

Nor on the dial gaze ; 
If but an hour be giVn to thee. 

Act right while yet it stays. 



LINES WEITTEN JULT 28TH, 1815. 

Is it of intellectual powers, 

"SVhich time developes, time devours, 

Which twenty years perhaps are ours, 

That man is vain? 

Of such the infant shows no sign. 

And childhood shuns the dazzling shine. 

Of knowledge bright with rays divine. 

As mental pain. 

Still less when passion bears the sway, 
Unbridled youth brooks no delay, 
He drives dull reason far away, 

With Bcom avow'd. 
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mSCELLJLNIES. 

For twenty years she reigns at most:, 
Labour and study pay the cost; 
Just to be raia'd is all our boast, 

Above the crowd. 

Sickness then fills th' uneasy chair, 
Sorrow, and loss, and strife, and care ; 
While faith just saves us from despair, 

■Wishing to die. 

Till the farce ends as it began, 
Keason deserts the dying man. 
And leaves to encounter as he can 

Eternity. 
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ON A WATCH. 

AMien Pleaaure marks each hour that flies, 
And Youth rejoyces in his prime, 

It may be good, it may be wise, 

To watch with care the flight of time. 

But now ; — when friends and hours are se' 
To part, and ne'er return again ; 

Who would admit of a machine 
To mark how few there yet n 



I am asked to produce some &rrenneB for dear Mrs. 
Lutwyche. Will these verses do, accompanied by a 
bouquet ? — 

The charms we find Maria still possess. 
Deciduous plants like these but ill express : 
Your emblem in a brighter cUme we see, 
No season robs of flow'rs — the Orange Tree." 

• It waa the fashion of her day to play at emblemi. C. J. Fox 
presented a bunch of grapes (» Georgiana, Duchess of Devonsliire, 
foe her emblem, with the motto Jeplaitjut^i'a Vivretie, 
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UISCELLAHIES. 



HER LAST VERSES. 
TIUE, D£ATB, AKD B. I. P. 

DEA.m {loquitur). 
Tell her, old Time of foot 60 fleet, 
Once caught, Bhe can't our strokes avoid : 

H. L. T. 
I know it ; but when next we meet. 
Twill be to see you both destroyed. 
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LETTERS. 



Tub two brothers to whom the first batch of the fol- 
lowing letters are addressed, were members of a county 
family settled for more than two centuries at Hempsted 
in Gloucestershire. Both were eminently distinguished 
by the ext«nt and variety of their antiquarian and 
literary acquirements, as well as highly 'esteemed for 
their social qualities. It is sufficient to mention their 
principal work, the "Magna Britannia," which they 
undertook in copartnership. The younger, Samuel, 
afterwards Keeper of the Records in the Tower and a 
V.P.E.S., was presented to Johnson and favourably re- 
ceived by him ; but the acquaintance commenced only 
a few months before Johnaon's death. 

The present proprietor of Hempsted Court and 
rector of Eodmarton (the family living) amply sustains 
the hereditary reputation of his family, being the 
author of several works of learning, ingenuity and 



A selection of letters from Mrs. Fiozzi to the sama 
gentlemen, of an earlier date, appeared in " BenUey'a 
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SIB LETTZBS. 

Miscellany," in 1849, and I have made a few extracts 



"MnaD, 26th Feb. 1786. 
" Tell me something of home, do : how the people tear 
Mrs. Siddons m pieces, and why they tear her. How 
the executors and Mr. BoBwell quarrel over the remains 
of poor Dr. Johnson ! I saw something of It in an 
Ei^lish newspaper one day; but it only served to 
whet, not gratify, curiosity ; the particulars miist come 
&om you. The booksellers have written to me for 
materials or letters, but I told tiiem truly enough that 
I had left most of mj papers in England, and could do 
nothing till my return." 

"Milan, 22nd Uarcb, 1785. 

" My book is getting forward, and will run well enough 
among the rest; the letters I have of Dr. Johnson's are 
two hundred at least, I dare say, and some of those 
from Skie are delightful — they will carry my little 
volume upon their back quite easily. 

*' Do you know who Dr. Taylor gives his anecdotes to? 
Dr. Johnson bid me once ask him for memoirs. If I was 
the survivor, and so I would, but I am afraid of a 
refusal, as I guess Sir John Hawkins is already in pos- 
session of all that Dr. Taylor has to bestow. There 
lives, however, at Birmingham a surgeon, Mr. Edward 
Hector, whom, likewise, Mr. Johnson referred me to : 
lie once saw Mr. Thrale and me, and, perhaps, would 
be more kind, and more likely to relate such things as 
I wish to hear, — could you go between us and coax him 
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out of 8ome mtelligence ? — the story of the duck is 
incomparable.* Sir Lucas Pepje advised me not to 
declare to private friends alone, but to publicly adver- 
tise my intentions of imting anecdotes conceming Dr. 
Johnson: you will, therefore, see It proclaimed in all 
tiie papers, I hope. 

« Venice, SOth April, 1786. 
" My book is in very pretty forwardness, but the let- 
ters I have in England are my best poBflessions. Apro- 
pos, the papers said that Sir John Hawkins has had his 
l^ouse burnt down, is it true ? Pray inquire for a letter 
which I know Dr. Johnson wrote to Mr. Barnard, the 
King's librarian, when he was in Italy looking for 
curious books ; the subject was wholly literary and con- 
troversial, and would be most interesting to the public ; 
I would give anything almost to obtain a copy now, and 
there was a time when I might have taken twenty 
copies. Do not you be as n^ligent of your opportunities 
of improvement ; one always repents such negligence 
in the end. No end to my preachments, you'll say, 
but you always gave me permission to preach to you, so 
I am at least a licenziata." . . ■ 

* The story that Johngon, -whon only three years old, having 
trodden on a duckling', the eleventh of a hrood, and killed it, 
dlctatbd the following epitaph to hia mother : — 
" Here lies good master Dnck, 

Whom Samuel Johnson trod on, 

.If it had lived, it had been good luck, 

For then we 'd had an odd one.'* 

Miaa Seward discovered the seeds of his ftitoie character in 
these lines, which weiie really written by his father. 
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S20 lETTEim. 

*' Miss Thrale has written to me from Bri^thelmstone, 
and Susan and Sophy have thanked me for a little box 
I sent at the same time as yours, with female trifles 
in it. Mr. Piozzi is so good as to send them some 
token of our existence and regard by every opportunil^j 
and the Venetian resident will be good-natured and 
carry something, I am sure ; but then he will not get 
to London these ten months. I hope you will all like 
him when he comes among you, and I rather think it, 
he is a man of an active mind and soft manners. What 
ia there in this world, I wonder, unattainable by the 
old maxim well persisted in — of miaviter in Tnodo, for- 
titer inref Very few things I do think." 

" Florence, 14th June, 1785. 
" It was exceedingly friendly in you to tell me about 
the spitfire wits, and nothing can prove the regard I 
pay to your good counsel so completely, as the method 
I immediately took by writing to Mr. Cadell, and 
offering him the ' Anecdotes.' He will probably show 
you my letter, perhaps publish it, in order to convince 
the world that 'tis no "joke at all, and that they miast 
wait till they have read, before they begin to ridicule it. 
Meantime, I have sent Sir Lucas Pej^s an ode, written 
by the Chevalier Pindemonte, a noble Venetian, in 
praise of England, with my translation over against it ; 
so people may see I am at liberty to write something, 
and may undertake the Memom of Dr. Johnson as 
well as anything else. Mr. Colman is right enough in 
his conjectures, 1 dare say; but those who had a true 
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knowledge of our great maa'e mind will remember that. 
he preferred veracity to interest, affection or resent- 
ment; nor suffered partiality or prejudice to warp him 
irom the truth. Let Mr. Boswell be sure to keep that 
example in view ; his old &iend often recommended it 
to him." . . . 

" I knew the friendship of the two brothers Pepys 
would be exceedingly delightful to you ; Lady Kothea 
is one of the best, as well as one of the most agreeable 
women I know. The world was against her once, on 
account of her second marriage, without knowing why ; 
but she has had the good fortune to see her choice 
approved at last by family friends and acquaintance, 
and I have no doubt but I shall enjoy the same conso- 
lation, for the same reason, because my husband de- 
serves every day more than I could ever have done for 
him, had I, as Portia says, been 'Trebled twenty 
times myself.* Poor soul 1 he has got the gout now, 
and I am writing by hie bedside." 

" FIrenze, 27th July, 1785. 
" Deab Mr. Ltsons. — You deserve long letters, in- 
deed, you are so good-natured, in writing bo often and 
kindly. Miss Thrale does just the reverse ; but I will 
not let anything vex me, when I have so much with 
which I ought to be pleased. * . . Mr. and Mrs. 
Greatheed (whose family you cannot but know) are our 
constant and partial friends ; they have never been three 
days apart since thefr acquamtauce began, and they love 
one another at five years end — just as we do now, I think. 
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who hope to follow their example for half a century at 
least, and then we shall be a ehow, like the learned 
pig." ■ - ■ 

" I have been playing the baby, and writing nonsense 
to divert our English friends here, who do the same thing 
themselves, and swear they will print the collection, 
and call it an Amo Miscellany. Mr. Parsons and Mr. 
Merry are exceedingly clever, bo is Mr. Greatheed, and 
we have no critics to maul ns, so we laugh in peace." 

"It is difficult to express the esteem and fondness 
shown by the Florentines of both sexes to Mrs. Great- 
heed and myself, for the sincere love we bear to our 
amiable husbands — eke hd esempio! che care Ingle- 
sine / che copie felice ! resounds from every month. 
Oh! for candour and Kberality of sentiment, for honest 
praise and kind construction of words and actions, 
Italy ifl the place, nor have they an idea of pretending 
to approve what they really do not like." 

"Rome, 4ai Nov. 1716. 

" You do well to examine onr land of mediocrities 
before you come hither, whence Mr. Piozzi says he shall 
be glad to return to clean rooms, neat workmanship, 
and good conmion sense. 

" This last article reminds me of dear Dr. Johnson. I 
was very sorry, indeed, to hear of his useless prayers 
for the dead : for, as the Prophet David says, it cost 
more to redeem their souls, so that we must let that 
alone for ever. Meantime I wish my ' Anecdotes ' 
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may be found less trivial than Boswell's : I alwaja 
hoped that even trifles belonging to Jolmaon woiild be 
■welcome to the public, or what would become of my 
book ? Did the executors publish those ' Prayers and 
Meditations ? ' or, how came they printed ? Do tell, 
for I am earnest to hear." ... 

" Will you have a pretty book as a present P Mr. 
Parsons, Mr. Greathead, Mr, Merry and myself (who 
had the least share), diverted ourselves with writing 
verses, while we lived together at Florence, and got 
them printed — but very imperfectly, as you may sup- 
pose; and I have sent a few copi^ to England, of 
which I beg you to accept one. You must call on Mr. 
Cator for it : he hves in the Adelphi, you know. They 
made me write the preface and find the motto; but 
some of the verses are very good indeed, and I hope 
you will say so, as I think exceeding highly of Merry's 
poetical powers," 

Alluding to Cornelia Knight, she writes March 1, 
1796. 

" I regret ^ceedingly that we made acquaintance only 
at Naples, for many reasons : we had great talk about 
Dr. Johnson, who was her mother's friend; her father 
was Captain Knight, made Sir Joseph when the King 
went aboard his ship at Portsmouth. Oh I you have 
got our little book of verses written in Tuscany safe by 
now ; for Miss Thrale has thanked me for* hers, and 
says she likes the preface. Write to me soon, do, and 
tell me all the news. Miss Brunton is set up as a rival 
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to Siddons, I hear, but sure that won't do. How droll 
it must be to see Mrs. Abingdon act Scrvh ! " 

" Rome, 26tli Mardi, 1786. 
" Nothing was ever more pretty, comical, and sparkling 
than the verses about Mr. Boawell, which you tell me 
are Dr. Walcot's; but, upon my honour, the world is 
Tery rigorous ; for, if BoBwell was Plutarch, nothing 
but the sayings of Johnson could he record — like 
Arahdla'a maid in the * Female Quixote ' we should 
all be at a loss to keep a register of his actions, for even 
her ladyship's smiles might be mentioned, as she 
suggests ; but dear Dr. Johnson did not afford us inany 
of them. Is Mrs. Montagu convinced of my respect, 
and of Mr. Boswell's flippancy ? I hope so." 

*' Milan, eth July, 178fl. 
*' Miss Nicholson's never having had my letters, nor 
I hers, is ftm azing : we thought she was gone to France, 
and she, it seems, imagined us still at Milan." 

" Holy Tbtmday (1787), Hanover Sc|uaTe. 
" Dmb Mb. Ltsons. — I have found about forty letters 
of Johnson's in the old trunk, which may very well be 
printed; some of them exceedingly long ones, and of 
the best sort. I read two or three to Mr. Cadell, and 
he liked them vastly, but will not abate of mine ; and 
for the sake of his partiality I am now resolved to be 
patientiy tied to the stake, and if we can find six or 
seven tolerable ones for each volume, he shall have 
them, but let me look them over once again. No need 
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to expunge with Bait and lemons all the names I have 
CFosBed — let the initiala stand ; it is enough that I do 
not name them out ; civility is all I owe them, and my 
attention not to offend is shown by the dash. The 
preface is written, and when I get the verses from Dr. 
Lort I will not be dilatory, for I have a nice little writ- 
ing room, and a very gentleman-like man to deal with 
in Mr. Cadell." 

" Alfred Street, Bath, 17th Not. 1797. 

"The authors of 'The World' are vastly civil, but I 
have not yet been able to get a sight of the paragraph. 
Misa Lees are charming women, and appear to deserve 
their very uncommon success. 

** With regard to my own book, if no one thinks more 
about it than I have done since I saw you, woe betide 
Cadell ! If anybody has stolen a letter of mine, they 
will add little to their guilt, though much to their 
shame by publishing it." " 

"Exmouth, 23rd August, 1788. 

*'It was the heat of the summer exalted Baretti's 
venom so, — I am told all the vipers sting terribly this 
year. Hell cool with the weather, you'il see." . . 

*' I wish Seward and Miss Streatfield would make a 
match of it at last ; there would then be a collar of 



* This alludes bt a letter of hera to Johnson, dated Bath, April 
28, 1780; afterwards published by Boswell. On the margin she 
has wTitten ; " This ia the famoua letter with which Mr. Boswell 
threatened us all. He bought it of Frank the Black for half a 
crown, to have a little teisiug in his power." 
VOL. II. Q 
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"Edinburgh, 8th July, 1789. 
" I am glad the book swims, poor thing ! — what does 
Dr. Lort say of it ? Yet he would have written him- 
self, I fear, had it much pleased him." 

" Ediubu^h, Slat July (1789), Tuesday, 
".Dbab Mr. Ltsons, — Iwish Cadell had sent my money 
to Drummond's before he left London ; but I warrant 
he forbore only before he left that it was too little for 
such a book ; bo means to do something handsome just 
at harvest season;— 'and the genteel thing is the gen- 
teel thing at any time,' as Goldsmith's Bear-leader 
says in the play." 

"Keswick, 2lBt July, 1789. 
" Pray who is my enemy that writes in the ' British 
Review ? ' You told me one enemy's name, and I 
forgot it again; which Review does he write for? or 
are they both the same man? " 

To the Rev. Daniel Lyaojis, 

4 o'clock in the morning of 
Saturday 16, 1794. 
Deak Mk. Ltsons, — Here are we returned home from 
a concert at one house, a card assembly at a second, a 
ball and supper at a third. The pain in my side, which 
has tormented me all evening, should not however have 
prevented my giving the girls their frolic, and enjoying 
your company mjreelf; but servants and horses can't 
stand it if I can, and even Cecilia consents not to he 
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waked in four hours after she lies down. Excuse us all, 
therefore, and believe me ever truly yours, 

H. L. Piozzi. 

To the Rev. Daniel Lyaona. 
Denb%h, Sunday nighty IStli February, 1705. 

Deab Mb. Ltsoms, — A thousand thanks for your 
letter, and literary intelligence. I suspect the tragedy 
&c.* will prove a second Chattertonism ; this is an age 
of iropoBture. What became of the philosopher in St, 
Martin's Lane, who advertiBed a while ago that he gave 
life and motion to stone figures, that moved and turned 
in every direction at the word of command ? I never 
saw it in the paper but once ; 'twas a curious advertise- 
ment. So is Mr. Kemble's in another way ; he has 
proved himself no conjuror, sure, to get into such a 
scrape, but Alexander and Statira will pqll hjm out, I 
suppose.f Poor dear Mrs. Siddons is never well long 
together, always aome torment, body or mind, or both. 
Are people only sick in London {by the way), or do they 
die f not of any one contagious disorder, but of various 
maladies. I suspect there is disposition to mortality in 
the town, sure enough, for never did I read of so many 
deaths together; these violent changes from cold to heat, 
and from heat to cold, occasion a great deal of it. 

For the Princess of Wales, I think little about her 

• The celebrated Ireland for^ries. 

t He was obliged to make a public upologj for indecorous 
behavionrto a lady, who afterwards became his «ster-ui-law. 
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juat BOW, and still less about that horrid Mr. Biothets, 
but it will be a dreadiiil thing to see the King and 
Queen of Spain setting out upon their travels, as appears 
by no means improbable, if the French are in possession 
of Pampeluna. The Spaniards can fight nothing but 
bulls ; we shall have that royal family unroosted, I verily 
believe, and in a few months too. The capture of 
Holland will seem a light thing in comparison of so 
heavy a calamity when it comes to pass, for all the 
riches of Mexico will then drop into the wrong scale. 

" But we will not ba over-eiquisite 
To scan the fashion of uncertain evils/' 

as Milton says ; but keep out famine by liberality, and 
contagion by cleanliness, as long as ever we can ; loving 
our gallant seamen meantime, and rewarding them with 
all the honours and profits old England has to bestow. 

I should like to read your Fast sermon; we shall 
have a very good one here, for among other comforts 
Denbigh possesses that of an excellent preacher and 
reader. Pray tell how the day is observed in London 
and its environs: I shall be curious to hear; and do 
assure you with the greatest sincerity that letters 
from you and your brother are most desirable treats. 
He is cruel, though, and keeps close Mum. Pray 
are the Greatheeds in town ? what do they say of Mr. 
Kemble's conduct? and what of their countryman 
Shakespeare's extraordinary resuscitation? It seems 
to me a sort of tub to the whale, a thing to catch 
attention, and detain it from other matters. When we 
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see Mr, Lloyd of Wickwor, -whom we here justly call 
the philosopher, I shall iind what he thinks of the dis- 
covery. Give my kindest regards to your very amiable 
neighbours, Miss Pettiwards; they must take d&uhle 
care of their mother now, if possible, for all the people 
past a certain age seem to be dropping off. 

'Tis very wicked in me to send you these sixpenny- 
worths of interrogations every time I feel my ignorance 
of what passes in the world painful to myself or dis- 
graceful among those whom I wish to entertain; but 
whoever is rich will be borrowed from: so Adieu! and 
write soon, and accept my master's and Cecilia's best 
complimentB from, dear Sir, yours most faithfully, 

H. L, Piozzi. 

To the Rev. Daniel Lyaona. 

Bcynbella, 9th February, 1796. 
Yotr really can scai'cely believe, dear Mr. Lysons, how 
much entertainment and pleasure was given us by your 
agreeable and friendly letter, in which however you do 
not mention your brother, but 1 doubt not he is well 
and happy. You do not mention the high price of 
provisions neither, though sufQcient to make everybody 
UTihappy; but this mild season, and good plenty of 
coals, I ixnst, contribute to keep people quiet, assisted 
by our new laws against sedition. I have found a wise 
book at last — Miss Thrale sent it me — on Monopoly 
and Reform of Manners ; printed for Faulder, It should 
be given about, I think, like Hannah More's penny 
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books, and got by beait for a task by aervanta, appren- 
tices, &c., and mnch finer people, though they are too 
fine by halt 

The Chinese embassy • will not tempt three guineas 
out of my pocket, say what they will, and say it how 
the^ wilL ^neas Anderson has convinced me that it 
was an empty business at best. 

Your account of Shakespear's being forged and fooled 
after so many years' peace and quietness, most exactly 
tallies with what my heart told me upon reading the 
queen's supposed letter to bim in our newspaper. I 
have seen no other, but was struck with the word 
amuae. She would have said paetyme. The other 
phrase was hardly received in France (whence we got it) 
so early as the days of Elizabeth. The dates, however, 
are decisive, when you tell me she is made to promote 
the amusement of a man then known to be dead. The 
Earl of Leicester was ranger here of Denbigh Green, 
you know ; and my ancestor, Salusbury of Bachygraig, 
opposed his innovation when he sought to enclose the 
common for his use. The tyrant followed him up, 
though, till he got his life; and not contented with 
that, brought his first cousin, Salusbury of Llewenney, 
— my mother's ancestor, — to death likewise, by way of 
revenge ; all which shall serve as my pretext for a good 
piece of the Green whenever it is ordered for cultiva- 
tion. Meantime, let me request an early narrative of 

• The work on Lord Macartney's Embaasy to China, price three 
gruineas. 
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Vortigem'e success. I think they will pluck his painted 
vest from him*, but we ahall see. 

It has been long matter of surprise to me that 
the less-instructed part of our common audiences in 
London never mias being right in their judgment of a 
play, or even of the language ; for as to incidents, those 
are as obvious to one set of men as to another, if pro- 
bable or not. But what I mean is this: when Lady 
Macbeth tells them that the grooms of Duncan's chamber 
she will with wine and wassel so convince, &c., they 
think it (as it certainly is) perfectly right, and in cha- 
racter with the times ; but let Cumberland or Jephson 
use the same phrase, and say they will conviTice a knot 
of friends with drink, a loud shout of laughter would, 
without any instigation, burst from the upper gallery ; 
every single member of which, talked to apart, would 
appear to know very little, if anything, concerning the 
history of their native tongue. For these reasons it is 
scarce a fair wager how this new tragedy is received, 
without they brii^ it out in Shakspear's name, which I 
do think would save it harmless, so long as they be- 
.lieved the imposition. 

Meantime, I see by the newspapers people continue 
to insult the king, throwing stones at him as he parses. 
Methinks the very word atone should be offensive to all 
his &mily : one mad fool of the name persecuted Princess 
Sophia, as I remember, with offers of marri^e ; and this 
coachmaker or coat-merchant, or what was the anagram- 

• " A ptkinted vest Prince Vortigem had on, 
Wbich &om a n&ked Pict his grandson won." 
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matical gentleman who signed Edicts, he seems to have 
escaped by teBtimoniaJs to his character from the rich 
Democrates. I think they are all Gall Stones, and I 
heartily wish we were rid of them. 

What becomes of the Beavor family? I never write 
to Mrs. Crillies, because I know she hates letters ; but 
my true esteem of her brave brothers does not lessen 
by absence. Mrs. D'Arblaye's new novel is not adver- 
tised yet. Somebody told me Lady Elgiuton is turned 
writer now she has married the son of Doctor More ; 
but perhaps it was a joke. Will Miss Farren's* coronet 
never be put on ? I thought the paralytic countess 
would have made way for her long ago. 

Dear, charming Siddons keeps her empire over all 
bearte still, I hope ; if an Irish plan takes place in her 
arrangements this spring, we shall not despair to see 
her at Erynbella. Tell her so with my true love- 
There is a new pamphlet supposed by Jones, the 
Hutchinsonian, to say that our Saviour's Coming (but 
not the end of the world) is at hand. I cannot recol- 
lect the title of it, but do buy and send it to Streatham 
Park with any other little thing worth notice, but no 
three-guinea books. I wonder who wrote the small 
tract about Monopoly ; 'tis monstrously clever, and 
clever only because it' a true. So is my conclusion of this 
letter, saying that I am most sincerely, dear Sir, yours, 
H. L. PiOBZi. 
My master f unites in compliments. 

• AfterwardB ConnteBB of Derby. 

t It is cimoiia that ehe could call her second husband bj this 
name, bo well calculated to rerive the memory of ber flrsL 
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To the Rev, Do/aid Lyaojis. 

Brynbella, Sth July, 1796. 

Dbak Mr. Ltsons, — This is a letter of mere request, 
to beg remembrances from old and distant friends. Do 
pray write now and then, and make me up a good long 
letter of emaU London chat : you can scarcely think 
how welcome living intelligence is to those who have 
chiefly the dead to converse with, and I work hard at 
old stuflF all morning, and sigh for some ev&ning con- 
versation about literatiu^ and politics, and the common 
occurrences of the day. 

Eeher or Aaker, in Surrey, is a place I cannot find in 
your Environs. It was my grandmother's property, and 
she sold it to the Felhams ; ker mother lies buried there 
with a painted or coloured monument if I recollect 
rightly, though 'tis many years since I saw it. Mr. 
Piozzi used to promise me a drive thither, but we never 
went. 

Hume says that Cardinal Wolsey retired to that seat 
when the Ving withdrew his favour from him ; and Mr. 
Fitzmaurice, from whose library I borrowed the book, 
queries the place, and doubts whether he ever was there ; 
although Stowe tells — for I remember it — how Wolsey 
alighted from his horse in the road between Asher and 
Richmond to receive the ring which Henry sent him, 
and threw himself on his knees in the dirt from thank- 
fuhiess that he was not wholly out of favour. I wish 
you would set me right. Likewise I want to know 
where the spot once called Castle-risings now stands. 
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1S4 LETTEB5. 

Edward II.'s queen Isabella was confined there to her 
death, but Uved very grand, I trust, for ahe had SOOOi, 
a year, a sum equal to a royal jointure now, I suppose. 
Hume Bays it was ten miles from London, and it must 
be nearer now. 

Do Mr. Walpole's works sell, and is hie Love Story 
that you once read to me in them ? I liked the letters 
to Hannah More mightily. 

If Mr. Bunburys Little Gray Man is printed, do 
send it hitber ; the ladies at Llangollen are dying for it. 
They like those old Scandinavian tales and the imita- 
tions of them exceedingly; and tell me about the 
prince and princess of this loyal country, one province 
of which alone had disgraced itself ; and now no Angle- 
sey militiaman i» spoken to by the Oymrodorion, but 
all completely sent to Coventry, for nobody wante them 
in Ireland. 

The mysterious expedition of Buonaparte will I hope 
end at worst in revolutionising the Greek Islands, and 
restoring the old names to Feloponnsesus, Euboea, &c. 
I should be aorry he ever got to India, but waking the 
Tiurks from their long sleep will not grieve me. The 
Knights of Malta make a triete figure at last; I suppose 
Mr. Weishoupt's emissaries were beforehand with the 
hero of Italy, as they call Mm. 

My husband is particularly disgusted with the people 
that exalt Buonaparte's personal courage and valorous 
.deeds. "He goes nowhere unless he is called," says 
Mr. Piozzi ; if he wanted to show his provjeBB, why 
did not be come here, or to Ireland ? we would have 
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shown him eport ; but like Caliban, those fellows ■will be 
10136 henceforward and sue for grace, and worship the 
French no more, unless they are still greater blunderers 
than even 1 take them for. 



To the Rev. Daniel Lysona. 

Bi7iib«lla, 6tb Jan. 1796- 
Sear Mb. Lisons, — After making repeated in- 
quiries for you of all our common friends, I begin to 
find out that the best way is to ask yourself. Dear 
Siddons was always a slow correspondent, though a kind 
weUwisher ; and she has so much to do in good earnest, 
that we must forgive her not sitting down to write 
letters either of fact or sentiment ; for a little of both 
these I apply to you, and beg a little chat for informa- 
tion of what is going forward. Tell me, in the first 
place, concerning your own health and your vncked 
brother's, who forgets his old correspondent very shame- 
fully ; aft«r that, let the sedition bills or the Shakes- 
peOT manuscripts take post according to the.biistle made 
about them in London. Make me understand why 
Mr. Hayley writes Milton's life, and why Doctor Ander- 
son publishes Johnson's. Those roads are so beaten 
they will get dust in their own eyes sure, instead of 
throwing any into the eyes of their readers ; at this 
distance from the scene of action I cannot guess their 
intents. Tell what other new books attract notice, and 
what becomes of the Whig Club now 'tis divided like 
Paris into secfwma. I fancy France will be divided 
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into sections at last, — a bit to BoyaUsts, another bit to 
Republicans ; and perhaps the very name of a nation 
so disgraced by crimes and follies will be lost for ever. 
No matter ! I long to see Burke's letter to Arthur 
Young : his predictions have the beet claim to attention 
of any living wight. 

Oh pray what becomes of the man who set mankind 
a staring this time last year ? he is in a madhouse, is 
not he? We had a slight earthquake about eight or 
ten weeks ago, and such extraordinary weather as never 
did I witness ; very providential sure that it should 
continue so warm and mild and open while bread 
remains at such an advanced price. Yesterday the 
prospect was clear and bright as spring ; nor have we 
seen ice hitherto ; but storms enough to blow the very 
house down, and I fear prevent our West India fleet 
from ever arriving at its place of destination. A beauti- 
ful prismatic halo round the moon in an elliptic form 
very elegant on Christmas Day, was said by our rural 
philosophers to be a r^^e but certain prsecursor of tem- 
pest, and so it proved : I was, however, glad to have 
seen a meteor so uncommon. 

Has your brother examined any of the gold irom our 
new mine in Ireland ? The bishop showed vs some, and 
Mr. Lloyd, I think, sent specimens to Sir Joseph Banks 
— it is supposed purer, and less dru^ed with alloy than 
what comes immediately from Peru — could we but get 
1 of it. 
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To the Rev. Daniel Lysons. 

Btynbella, Sundaj, 

(post-mark, 1796.) 

Dbas Mb. Lt80N8, — You have at last written me 
BO kind and bo entertaining a letter, that no paper on 
my part shall be wasted in reproaches ; I thank you 
very kindly, but you should never suppose me in- 
formed of things which yov, cannot help hearing ; but 
they escape Tne easily, enough. I do hear of the Arch 
Duke'a succeesea however, and of poor Italy's dis- 
grace ; I hear of peace too — when shall we see it ? Mr. 
Ireland is a pleasant gentleman indeed, and bis 
last act his beet act in my mind; absolution follows 
confession; I have done being angry with him now. 
There is a note in Mr. Malone's pamphlet* for which 
I would give half a dozen publications of fifty pages 
each concerning the timea; it contains mj senti- 
ments so exactly that I may easily commend the 
writer's good sense and sound judgment. The mys- 
teries of Carlton House surpass those of Udolpho : 
may they end as those do, in mere nihility. I wiU not 
quarrel with you for making no reply to my questions 
about " Camilla," f because I have read it myself, and 
because these are really no times for any man of the 
living world to waste his moments in weighing of fea- 
thers ; he, however, who neglects to read Burke's laet 
pamphlet^ loses much of a very rational pleasure. 

* A^^nst die Ireland forgeries, 
t Madame D'Aiblay's noveL 
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I turn the page to talk of youre and your brother's 
diBcoTeries", of -which I honeetly wish you much joy. 



To the Rev. Daniel Lysons. 

Brynbella, Thnreday. 
(No other date, imd no post-mark.) 

Deab Mb. Ltsons, — Accept a renewal of inquiries, 
literary and domestic ; but 'tis for yourself I inquire ; 
your brother, we know, is well and busy with his subter- 
ranean discoveries. What statues has he found ? they 
will be very valuable ; and tell me for mercy's sake 
wtat this Apology for the Bible f means : we live in 
fine times sure when the Bible wants an apology from 
the bishops. How is Mr. Burke's book received? and 
what will his regicide peace be ? I see no signs of peace 
except in the books: for they make them ready to battle 
in all parts of the world, and we shall have the Turks 
upon us directly if we chase French ships into their 
very harbours so. No matter 1 my half-crown for Flo 
shall be willingly contributed, though I do think sm- 
oualy that the Dog Tax and Bepeal of Game Laws will 
have an exceeding bad effect on the country, where 
gentlemen will want inducements to remain when 
hunting and coursing and shooting are at an end.' 
Horses will lower in price, however, and httle oats will 
be sown at all. I think democracy in all her insidious- 

* Of Koman antiquities at Woodcbeater, on which Mr. Samuel 
Lysons based two Taluahle publications, 
t Biabop Watwn'a celebrated answer to Paine and Gibbon. 
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ness could not have contrived a more certain principle 
of levelling, and republicanism in all her pride could 
not plan more perfect gratification than that of seeing 
the young farmers' sons cocking their guns in face of a - 
landlord upon whom no man feeling any dependence, 
he will shelter himself among the crowds of London, 
and prefer being jostled at Vauxhall by his taylor, to 
the being robbed of innocent amusements by those who 
were bred on his land, and fed on his bounty.* 

Onr Chester paper even now reproaches the rich with 
their donations of bread and meat, which are already 
styled instdta on the poor's mdependence ; and Mr. 
Chappelow, who has been here on a visit, protested he 
was glad to get alive out of NorfoJk, because he had 
presumed to give his parishioners barley and potatoe ■ 
bread bake^ in his own oven. I wish you would write 
me a long letter, and tell me a great deal about the 
living world ; and something of the dead too, for I see 
Mr. Howard's epitaph, but cannot guess who wrote it. 

Vortigem will, I trust, be condenmed almost without 
a hearing, so completely does the laugh go against 
it. This is the age of forgeries. I never read of so 
many causes cMbree in that way as of late ; but poor 
dear Mrs. Siddons saves Ireland awhile, I suppose, by 
her ill health, and keeps Miss Lee from fame and for- 

• If indignation makes verses, it does not supply syntax ; and 
this sentence, which I have not attempted to correot, bears a strong 
tesemblance ia that of the county member who described Sir 
Robert Feel as " not the sort of man that you could put ealt upon 
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tune which she expects to acquire by "Almeyda." Does 
Madame D'Arbiay'a novel promise well ? Fanny wrot« 
better before she waa married than since, however 
that came about. I understand nothing concerning the 
young baronet that lost so much at backgammon. 
Those tales are seldom true to the extent they are 
related : much like the stories of mad dogs, which 
chiefly exist in newspapers; but I fear Lady West^ 
meath's Divorce Bill, like Mrs. MuUins, will carry con- 
viction of her infidelity all over the world. We knew 
her and her lord at Bath very well. I try every time 
I write to get some intelligence of the Beavor family, 
but without effect. 

Selden says marriage is the act of a man's life 
which least concerns his acquaintance, yet, adda he, 
'tia the very act of his life which they most bu^ 
themselves about. Now Heaven knows, I never did- 
disturb myself or him by Dr. Gillies's marriage, though 
it affected me exceedingly ; his amiable lady and 
her family being of my most favourite acquaintance, 
and they are all lost to me somehow. Mr. Sogers' 
name has crost me but once since we left London 
either : it was when he gave evidence in favour of 
that anagrammatic Mr. Stone •, who wrote his name 
backwards, as witches are said to do ; who deal in 
deeds of darkness, and sing 

" Wien good IdngB bleed we rejoice," &c. 

• On Stone's trial, the author of " The PleftsureB of Memory " 
proved a conversation with him in the streets, tending to show 
that he made no mystery of tluit which was charged as treason- 
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How does your book of faaMonable dreeaea go on? 
it must, I think, receive some curious additions by what 
one hears and sees ; for a caricature print of a famous 
fine lady who leads the Mode has already reached poor 
little Denbigh. 

To the Rev. Daniel Lyaons. 

Biynbella, Tuesday Eveni:^, 1797. 
CoDLD you, as you walk about and examine books 
upon stalls, find me a second or third, or thirteenthAiKaA 
History of Poetry, by Warton, or of Music, by Hawkins ; 
I should be much obliged to you ; but it must be under 
a guinea price. I have the good editions myself at 
Streatham Park. Your book of " Ladies' Dresses" must 
have received curious addition, by what I see and hear 
of the present fashions; but cutting oflf hair is the 
foolishest among the foolish. When they are tired of 
going without clothes, 'tis easy putting them on again ; 
but what they will do for the poor cropt and shorn 
heads, now there are no convents, I cannot guess. 

Do people rejoice now wheat falls in price? they 
made heavy lament when it was high, — or do we only 
sigh for peace that we may be at leisure to meditate 
mischief ? 

And so I see that both Ministry and Opposition have 
at last agreed in one point; they join against the 
Lapdogs : 

" So when two dog» are fig^hting in tLe Btreets, 
With a third dog one of these two dcj/e meeta ; 
Witii angry teeth be bites him t« the bone, 
And this dog smarts for what that dog had done." 
VOL. ir. H 
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These veraee are eomewliat too soft and mMifi.vM'ii.e for 
the occasion, being Fielding's, but I half long to ad- 
diees a do^rell epistle to Mr. Dent* ; he would be as 
angry as Mr. Parsons, no doubt, and I understand \ix 
wrati , is very great. What becomes of Ireland, I 
wonder, now Ais eolemn mockery is elided. It was a 
forged bill, jou see, and the poblic did well to pro- 
test itf 

If Mrs. Siddona was to work at Drury Lane all winter 
and run about all summer, she would have had no 
enjoyment of Putney; and the young ones, for whose 
sake she is to work and run, would never have delighted 
in an out of town residence. Cecilia is coming to the 
scene of action, London, where / think there were 
enough just such half-hatched chickens without her 
and Mr. Mostyn adding to the number ; but then they 
do not care what I think, so 'tis all one. The Bishop 
of Bangor likes Wales no better than she does, I sup- 
pose, but he ought not to have swd so ; because an old 
bishop should be wiser than a pretty wench, and much 
will be endured from her, very little from Kim, espe- 
cially in these days; he is got into a cruel embarrass- 
ment. 

* Who gained the nickname of Dog Dent by the piece of legis- 
lation in queslloiL 

+ " Vortigem " was acted aad damned on April 2, 1786. The 
last audible line was 

" And when this solemn mockery is o'er," 
which Kemble was accused of uttering in a manner to precipitate 
the catastn^he. 
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Tell Bometbing about our Princess of Wales and her 
domestiques, and of our infant queen-expectant, pretty 
creature ! I should somehow like to see that baby ex- 
cessively. My hope is that every English heart will 
devote itself to the service of so much innocence and 



I depend upon an excellent account of " Almeyda;"* 
the epilogue is charming. Only one fault ; 'tis an epi- 
logae would do for any play. I call such things verses 
to be let. Prologues and epilogues should, to be perfect, 
be appropriate, referring to what has been presented, or 
is to present itself before the audience. This, however, 
is playful and pretty, and so far as I know or can re- 
member, quite originaL 

Adieu, dear Sir, and bid your brother not quite forget 
me. The arm of an old vestal viigin kept under ground 
since Agricola's time, is cold compared with the band of 
his and your faithful servant, 

H. L. Piozzi. 

To Samuel Lyaona, Esq. 

Wediie»daj, 10th Feb. 1808. 
DEA.B Me. Ltsonr, — I have not written to you a long 
time, and now I cannot help writing. I loved your 
brother so much, and wished him happy ao sincerely, 
his change of life affects me, and my feelings will not 
permit me to tell Mm ao. Tell him yourself, my good 
friend, and assure yourself that the account of his wife's 

* Miss Lee's play. 
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death in tbe papers gave me a seosation beyond what 
* my acquaintance with her called for. But she was 
pretty when we last met, and she was young, and it 
seems so odd and melancholy to look in the grave for 
those one used to see at the tea-table ! Well I you 
who live among the records of past life will bear these 
things better ; my spirits are much depressed by Mr. 
Piozzi's miserable state 'of health, nor can the gaieties 
I hear of draw my attention from the sorrows that I see. 
Mrs. Mostyn has politely taken a week's share -of them 
just now while her sons are absent, and the London 
winter npt beguiL Our winter commenced in No- 
vember, and when it vpill end I know not. The moun- 
tains are still covered with snow, uid such tempestuous 
weather did I never witness. 

The political wonders have increased since the sus- 
pension of our correspondence so much, that we are all 
tired of wondering at them ; hut this new discovery of 
a nest of Christians in Travaneore must be considered 
as curious by everybody who reads of it. Tell me the 
price of Buchanan's book and its character ; I see no- 
thing but extracts, and those imperfect ones ; and tell 
me some literary chat, remembering our distance from 
all possibility of adding a new idea Ui our stock, except 
by the voluntary subscriptions and contributions (to use 
an hospital phrase) of the nobility, gentry, and others. 
Hospital phrases, indeed, best suit the dwellers at Bryn- 
bella: but Doctor Johnson — never wrong- — was right, 
pre-eminenUy right in this : That chronic diseases are . 
never cured : and acute ones, if recovered from, cure 
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themaelvcB. The maxim has been confirmed by my 
experience every day since to me first pronounced, 
and I dare saj the late unfortunate event in your own 
lamily afTords it no contradiction. 

Has your brother many children left him by his lady, 
and is he living at Hempstead Court ? He had better 
get to London, and lose his cares in the crowd. 

Dear Mr. Lyaons, do write tu me, and in the mean- 
time pity me and my poor husband, whose sufferings 
one should believe, on a cursory view of them, wholly 
insupportable ; but God gives the courage, with the 
necessity of exerting it. 

I hear all good of Mrs. Siddons. 

To Samuel Lyaons., Esq, 

BrynbeUa, 22iid Aug. 1S13. 
Mbs. Piozzi presents her most respectful compliments 
to her old friend Mr. Lysons, as Governor of the 
British Institution, with an earnest request that he will 
protect her portraits from being copied, as she was 
strictly promised before she could consent to tend them. 
It would break her heart, and ruin the value of the 
pictures to posterity, and now some artist living at No. 
50, Rathbone Place, who spells hia name so that she 
cannot read it, unless 'tis Joseph, writes io her, begging 
he may copy the portrait of Br. Johnson, when she 
was hoping all the four were by this time restored to 
their places at old Streatbam Paik. Mrs. Piozzi wishes 
Mr, Lysons joy of his brother's marriage, but hopes he 
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himself is not now at Hempetead Hall, as she knows not 
where to apply. 

To Samuel Lysons, Esq. 

Brynbella, 17th Feb. 1814. 

Dkar Mb. LrsoNS, — I was desired hy some dispu- 
tantB to obtain correct information, and felt immediately 
that I could be sure of it from none but yourself. The 
question is, What authority can be produced, for an 
account given in some public print, of a frost on the 
Kiver Thames, equal or nearly equal to this last, in 
the second or third centuries ? Do me the very great 
kindness to let me know ; and where you read the fact, 
whether in Holinshed, Stowe, Speed, or Strype's Annals, 
and from what record the incident is taken, it having 
been averred that no records could then have been 
kept. I mean in 260 or 270 a.d. . . . 

My correspondents always begin ttieir lettere with. 
You have heard so much of, &c, &c, that I am pr&- 
cluded bearing at all. Come now, do send me a kind 
letter, and t«ll me if Madame D^Arblaye gets 30001. 
for her book or no *, and if Lord Byron is to be called 
over about some verses t be has written, as the papers 
hint. And tell me how the peacemakere will accom- 
modate the Pope, and the little King of Rome too ; and 
the Emperor of Germany beside, whose second title was 

* "The Wanderer, or Female Difficulties," published in 1814. 
t The Tereefl begimiing : 

" Weep, daughter of a royal line." 
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King of the Romans, and bow all this and ten times 
mbre is to be settled, before St. David's Day, Wonders ! 
wonders ! wonders ! Why Katterfelto and his cat never 
pretended to stw A imposeibilitieB. What says yotir brother 
to these days P He used to feel ^uazed at the occurrencea 
of twenty-one years ago ; but if everything we saw eo 
tumbled about then, can be so easily and swiftly arranged 
now, much of our horror and surprise might have been 
saved. 

The fire at the Custom House must have been very 
dreadful ; I hope you suffered nothing but sorrow for 
the general loaa. Devonshire Square is a place, the 
Bituatiou of which is unknown to me, but I have friends 
there, who I should grieve for, if they came to any 
harm. 

Adieu, dear Mr. Lysons : if I live, which no other old 
goose does I think through this winter, we shall meet 
at old Streatham Park, and I sh^l once more tell you 
truly, and tell you p&rsonaUy, how faithfully I am 
youn. 
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LETTERS TO DR. GRAY. 

Db. Robert G-ray, who was made Bishop of Brigtol 
in 1827, and died in 1834, was distinguished by 
piety, learning, and varied acquirements in general 
literature. He was the author of (amongst others) 
two works which attained both immediate popularity 
and permanent reputation — " The Key to the Old 
Testament and the Apocrypha," published in 1790; 
mid " Conneximi between the Sacred Writings, and 
the Literature of the Jewish and Heathen Authors," 
published in 1816, Mrs. Piozri frequently refers 
to them, and took just pride in being his friend 
and correspondent. My extracts are mostly chosen for 
the sake of the light they throw on her character or 
that of her contemporaries, and their value for this 
purpose may not depend on the importance of the 
topic or the soimdness of the remark. Her manner of 
referring to Piozzi in these letters completely disproves 
the notion that she tikought meanly of his understanding 
or neglected him. 

" a7iil)ell«, 14tli Oct 1798. 

" There is no chance of our seeing London this next 

spring ; BO if we take the whole French navy, and if in 

consequence they beg for peace, — or if, enraged with 

their worthless Directory, all the 700,000 men in arms 
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come home under command of some Oliver Cromwell 
or some Creneral Monk, and make a new revolution at 
Paris, — the taxes may some of them be taken off, and 
we may all meet merrily, at least cheerfully, at Bath 
this year . . , without fear of fresh assessments. 
Meanwhile, tho' all this is far more feasible and far 
more probable than many a strange event we have 
witnessed, I must apprehend it is no better than a 
bounce. 

" The odious CEgyptians, after worshipping cro~ 
codilee eo long, will perhaps worship Buonajiarte, whose 
manifesto seems to have come out of one of their 
mouths ; nor does yonr kind consolation, though I rely 
with firmness on its truth, take the desired effect. 

*' Surely those are the baaeat of nations who accept the 
yoke of French democracy. Surely so trodden down 
as that, they never will hope to raise their hopes £^in. 
How the wild scheme will end, how much the slavish 
French will bear from their five tyrants, who came 
completely from notking and must return to nothing 
back again, I guess not, but am charmed with the 
strong contrast between Nelson's pious letter and their 
vile agent's blasphemous proclamation. I hear our 
warrior's father is a clergyman . . . how must his and 
Lady Nelson's hearts leap for joy ! 

" Have you seen the death of a charming g^rl in the 
papers, whose limg and severe sufferings interest all 
her friends, and have half broken her sweet mother's 
heart 1 Maria Siddons 1 more lamented, I do think, 
than virtue, value, and science all combined would be. 
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But ahe had youthful beauty ; and to that quality our 
fond imagmatioQs never fail to affix eoftuesa of temper 
and a gentle spirit, every charm resident in female 
minds. You are very happy, however, my deax Sir, as 
fine things as we ladles are, to have two boys for pur- 
pose of protecting your one girl Brothers are a vast 
advantage to young women, and save them from a 
thousand embarrassments when tbey would not permit 
(in these illuminated days) a parent's hand to be of 
any use to tbem. 

" I am ashamed. *Tis this moment struck into my 
head that by dear Nelson's pious ancestor you mean the 
admirable writer of the Feasts and Fasts. I had no 
notion they were any way related, hut reading over 
your kind letter again 'tis plain it must be so. 

" You will think me as stupid as Lord Carlisle's cook, 
who begged permission to examine the library one day, 
because, says he, I have been told when a child about 
Nelson's feasts and fasts . . . and 'tis time to read it 
in earnest, and fix upon some good receipts. This is a 
feet" 

" No. 48, Great Pnltney Street, Bath, 
"Fryday, 11th Jan. 1799. 

" Home is the place for happineea, though leaving it 
a moment produces pleasure ; and dear Mr. Gray will 
not be found deserting his post, or slumbering on his 
stand, should the call of enquiry sound forth. It 
grieves me not a little to hear the Dissenters cry out, 
and see the Socinians sneer at the supineness of our 
orthodox clei^. My he^th has permitted me to go 
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but twice to church in this town yet, and never did I 
listen to more eloquent diacourees tiian were pronounced 
those two times ; but every book one borrows breathes 
democracy ; every mouth opens against Church establish- 
mente ; every play, every novel discourages subordina- 
tion, and militates i^inst conjugal fidelity and filial 
reverence. The batteries i^ainst religion are scarcely 
masked onea ; her outworks give way, and good people 
cluster close into the citadeL I feel amazed and 
shocked at the strange process made since I was here 
before, — not made by vice; that has perhaps been 
nearly the same for ever, — but by shameless avowal of 
all which was once concealed, and desire of justifying 
what till now was alwa^ condemned." 

"BiTnbeUa, Oct. 1799. 
" Mr. Piozzi is at his best now, and has little to tor- 
ment him except foxhunters who break his fences, and 
perpetual showers that hinder his fields from drying so 
aa to admit the wheat which must be sown, or else no 
bread for next year. . . . Yet tho' he walks out at 
present and enjoys a gleam of sunshine when it comes, 
his health is itself a mere gleam of sunshine, and gives 
him but little power of promising a visit to Berk- 
shire. You must come to us at Bath, — (Aot will be 
best i and we shall have Mr. Chappelow and Mrs. Pen- 
nington, and contrive to conclude the old year with 
tolerable chearfulness. . . . Yet how awful a thought 
is it tiiat with this next December concludes that date 
of 17 — to which we were all born, and with which our 
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fingers have been so long acquainted. Some more 
estraordinary events will perhaps fill up the twelve or 
thirteen weeks that rem^n of the time, and mark the 
moment with a strong impression. The Italians seem 
to apprehend their sufierings ore scarce over. ' Roma 
quondam orbis caput, postea Populi Romani Sepul- 
chrum,' has still a load of insects within her, prejing 
on her putrid and neglected carcase. Will they set up 
a new Pope ? If they do, Abb6 Maury has my vote, and 
he is Pierre Maury ; and that will tally neatly enough 
with my remark how all power ends with the same 
nams it began. France has done so exactly. Clovis is 
Louis, you know, as our Vale of Clwydd is Llwydd and 
Lloyd . . . and the first Stadtholder of Holland waa 
William. The last wretched creature that made believe 
Emperor of Rome possess'd both tbe names of Romulus 
and Augustus ; but if the last Pope be Peter, it will do 
for me. 

" To be serious, these are terri^ng times, — they are 
indeed. Our little Bishop of St. Asaph thinks the 
French will set up an Adepte, au Illumini man, to 
profane the papal chair for ever. Perhaps they will. 
The poor bishop did look very dismal for awhile, and 
the first Sunday I went to the Cathedral after Mrs. 
Bagot's death affected my spirits so, that I came home 
seriously and imfeignedly sick. I have, as you well 
know, no Ton insensibility about me, but I really find 
those lucky that have ; because everything shows that 
reason and religion, good sense in this world and firm 
trust in a better, have not half as much power to calm 
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and smooth appearances as Ton has ; when sonow and 
joy and love and hate are all «)vered with a coat of 
fashionable Tarnish, they cannot struggle as they used 
to do. So they all lye still and go to sleep. 

"Speaking ill of our Universities begins to be the 
mode, I think ; and female parents, in particular, seem 
as if one should fancy it pretty in them to dislike a place 
where so much vice is going forward, they say. When 
one asks them, however, where less vice is to be found, 
or where any virtue is more encouraged, no answer has 
been prepar'd. There is at least mtH-e learning and 
more virtue at Oxford than anywh^e I suppose; and 
to say one wishes there were inore, is what may be urged 
of every other place with equal propriety. I am still 
for Eton and Christ Church. The high road is dusty 
and carrii^es do run gainst you, but byways are always 
worse ; and those who suffer by taking indirect paths 
are apt to regret, and to consider their original desti- 
nation or choice as cause of their ill-fortune. , , . He 
who is overturned in the Grand Ckemvn must confess 
it to be his own fault." 

"Brjnbella, 13th May, 1801. 
" I have been canvassing Miss Thrales these years, 
and their votes have a Q before them yet. People 
skilled in electioneering know that letter stands for 
Query .... the steady suffrages have a P for Promdee. 
1 used to tell the borough folks who kept our books, 
they must mind their p's and q's. So must Buona- 
parte, if he comes hither on call of our home Ja- 
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cobins. The wisest people I converse with say he must 
come, or expose himBelf to danger from Tindictive 
Frenchmen. Things are supposed ripening for revolt 
in that distracted nation, whence religion and morals are 
more completely baniah'd — aa foreigners have told me 
— than any living creature in our comparatively quiet 
land can have a notion. 

" The Bishop la juat now wholly inaccessible to me in- 
deed, though I did squeeze this frank out of him; because 
Mr, Chester, one of his nephews, is kilted in Egypt, and 
Mr. Piozzi is in bed with the gout, so thai I cannot 
go and condole . . . but no opportunity shall be lost. 

"I printed Hannah More'a 'Village Politics' here, 
and paid near twelve guineaa out of my own pocket- 
money for its translation and dispersion ; but when the 
good news came and welcomed in this lovely month, 
the master of our house prevented my wishes, and, for- 
bearing silly expence as to candles, gave all his labourers 
and cottagers a good mess of soup, — a bit of beef in it, 
and a dumpling, — exactly on your principle of affording 
them reason to rejoyce, and a pretext for roaring out 
' God save the King \ ' " 

" Streatham Park, Wednesday, 1800. 
"Did you drink one good-humour'd glass extra- 
ordinary to the health of ' Retrospection,' which will 
come to light in about a month after your own child, 
and claim some of your superfluous kindness ? I hope 
you did. If it ever should be in the path of those 
amiable friends you introduced me to at Oxford, they 
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will give it a kick forward and drive it aloog for ymir 
Bake. Stockdale is a good hoper, and eeems to tliink 
well of it upon the launch. He is a good aristocrat, 
too ; I am pleaa'd that it comes out from his loyal shop. 
We are living here among the wealthy traders, — mer- 
chants like princee in the strictest sense, — of liberality 
as of revenue. One says how his neighbour such a one 
has 30,000i., the other 60,000?. a year, and I ac- 
cordingly do see improvements taking place all about 
•London, which entered not into my thoughts a dozen 
years f^o. 

The library here, for example, at old Streatham Park 
has been em-lched with new and expenaive puhlicatioDB 
till it looks like Edwards's showy shop in Pall MalL 
Our tenant asked leave to purchase some modem 
bctoks as he called them, with p^'mission to displace 
the old divines which you remember standing at the 
bottom of the room ; and so he has indeed I nor has 
that generous creature spent leas than a thousand 
guineas in literary amusement ance he lived here. 
Meanwhile some frightful hand-bills are in circulation, 
expressing a dependence upon Parliament for that 
relief which I doubt they have no power to bestow. 

"As far as my short sight extends, however, insurrec- 
tion is completely left without excuse, while such enor- 
mous alms are given round this parish aa would amaze 
a native of any kingdom but ours. Whilst they dis- 
pense charity with one band besides, I find them active 
to defend their property on the other : and if they 
persist in their present resolution of not being plun- 
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der'd, I do think the agitators of evil will see some 
difficulty in persuading a mob tx> injure houses whence 
the poor are so fed, ao clothed, so comforted .... and 
in each of which arms are kept to protect those pos- 
sessions which every man seems tryiog to deserve. 

" We were calculating three night« ago that less than 
one million of pounds sterling was not given away last 
year in private bounties, besides Poor's Eevenues 
amoimting to five times that sum. I question if Sar- 
dinia's king ever could boast such a treasure in his 
coffers. Bread is at eighteen pence the quartern loaf 
this day, however, and the new Lord Mayor will have a 
troublesome time of it." 

"Wednesday, 7th Jan. 1801. 

" For my own part the world has used me to in- 
dulgence, so that I feel quite astonished when I meet 
a little severity.* 

" There has been very little yet One gentleman, in 
his care for my reputation as to scholarship, sent a friend 
across the town yesterday to tell me that the quotation 
in vol 1st. p. 381 was quite wrong, because Anna, not 
Acca, was the woman's name there called upon. It 
was almost painful to me to tell him that, tho' Dido's 
sister (like the lady's sister in Bluebeard) was Anna, 
Camilla's companion in fight was Acca, and called 
sister only from tenderness. Almost every Latin quo- 
tation and many French ones are wrong printed 

Mr. Gillet's rebellion among his compositors was a 

• She liad juflt published " Retrospection, " 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



terrible stroke on poor Stockdale and myself, and I was 
forced to rout out my dirty manuscript an hour ago 
to convince a Boman Catholic critick that it was not Tny 
fault but the deuiTe, that their hymn to St. John waa so 
mangled, 1st vol. p. 251. He made no complaint of 
any miatake in pi^ 304, the same volume. 

"Dear Mr. Gray, say a good word of the book in 
general, and let us get out of print, and set forth a 
more correct edition ; and let ua never flatter ourselves 
hereafter that a clean handwriting is any security i^ainst 
typographical errors." 

"BcynbeUa, 2nd August, 1801. 
" Lord blesB me ! what an expence they do put us to 
with their frivolous and vexatious menaces I Those vile 
agents who buy up even the standing corn to make 
artiScial scarcity, and irritate our lower ranks to re- 
bellion, are more hateful pests than even the French 
themselves. 'Tis confidently asserted here that men 
live in the great towns of Loudon and Liverpool by 
throwing corn into the sea by night, or into the river, 
and that their pay is a guinea for every six hours' work. 
How dreadful ! 

"Brynbella, 2nd Dec. 1801. 

*' My learning, that the people laugh at so much more 
justly than they think they do, comes chiefly from the 
Spectators and Tattlers, but is not sufficient to inform 
me what was meant a hundred years f^o in common col- 

TOI- u. s 
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loquial chat by vouWZing a man. Some of those charm- 
ing papers has this phrase : ' Such a one, says he, has 
been voweWd by the Count, and resolves to demand 
satisfaction.' 

" I should like to know what it means. Was 
there a quibble intended ? Had some fine fellow lost 
money at play to some other fine fellow, and was he 
forced to say I U ? When we were at Vienna our 
cicerone showed ns these letters over the Arsenal, and 
asked all the gentlemen in oiu party if we could explain 
them : A. E. I. 0. U, After everybody had confessed 
ignorance, be s^d ' Austriacorum Est Imperare Orbi 
Xlniverso' was the device intended, and I remember 
some of tiie company, — a Frenchman, I think, — ob- 
jected. Buonaparte has Towelled them pretty well 
since then. 

" If this phrase means picking one's name to pieces, 
bow terribly has poor H-nn-h M-r- been treated during 
this Bristol controversy! Her health, always feeble, 
has given way to their ill-usage, and those who are 
near intimates tremble for the consequence. We shall 
go to Bath next month, and then I will try to comfort 
her, A sister in affliction may have peculiar chance 
for success ; but, I don't know how it is, I never was 
in affliction. My countenance, unlike that of old 
Hamlet's ghost, was more, much more in anger than in 
sorrow, and so grew less like a ghost, I do believe in 
proportion as my critics chaiged me with loss of youth 
and beauty. They had need be very young and hand- 
some themselves to make such nonsense tolerated." 
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"Bath, Wednesday, 3rd Feb. 1802. 

" One alvRiye hopes that true friends are happy, — one 
always believes them happier than they are. You have 
been thinking that I was speculating on character while 
I was fretting over Mr. Piozzi's health, till at last I 
have half frighted him about my own. All will, how- 
ever, be well by and by . . . and our plagues have 
been small compared with those of our nest door neigh- 
bour, Hannah More, who has been hunted to a sick 
bed with strange success indeed. I flattered myself she 
would better have withstood the torrent of scurrility 
which ceases not to drive her down, as poor Hawkes- 
worth was driven long £^o. Whether our friend Ran- 
dolph mixed in the controversy I know not, certain jt 
is included in the abuse ; but these distresses of senti- 
ment are after all like stage sorrow compared to what 
your bi-other-in-law is suffering; and 'tis a serious mercy 
that Mrs. Gray has borne vrith such resignation the 
loss of such a daughter. 

" When the N^roes have learned to be scholars, as 
they have already learned to be soldiers, a history of 
St-. Domingo Republic will be published in black letter, 
I suppose. Oh dear 1 what a strange thing that is, and 
how observable that the very island where slavery first 
was instituted among Christians, should be the very 
first where African freedom hoists her horrible standard, 
a white infant on the point of pikes brandished by men 
of colour. 

"Can the French eubjugat«t this rebellious island? 
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Tlie West Indiana with whom I hare conversed say it 
is impossible. Meanwhile here at Bath it certainly 
does appear that Buonaparte is the idol of an English 
populace, which I consider as another novelty, but can- 
not possibly deny the fact, because every puppet-show 
exhibits the hero of Marengo on his horse, every print- 
shop calls in customers by an exact likeness of the 
great First Consul, and every linendraper tempts pas- 
sengers by a bust of Buonaparte in their pocket hand- 
kerchiefs . . . sure that is equally new and strai^e, 
when so many of their warrior countrymen rest vuiad- 
miied, while Moreau is prefer'd ta General Moore, and 
Berthier set out at the windows before Abercrombie. 
Surely whatever else we can wish, novelty is no longer 
a thing to be cry'd for." 

" No. 77, Pultney Street, 
"Tuesday, 17tli March, 1802. 
" Has it been in your way to look at a Miss Baillie's 
Dramas written, not for the stage, but for purpose of 
tracing the progress of the passions ? Her Tragedy on 
Hatred was deservedly admired three years ago .... 
and called De Montfort. She has now published a 
Comedy on Hatred very striking indeed, and possessing, 
in my mind, wonderful merit. Miss Hamilton wins all 
hearts in this town, which is full of showy talkers. . . , 
I get more conversation here than in London. Our 
modern Plurality of Worids is much admired, and justly 
. . . my worst fear is lest, in these daring days of bold 
and unauthorized conjecture, some one should start 
out, and go as far below, as Mr, Nares has gone above. 
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the old standard. We miglit then eee printed Georg;e 
Psalmanazar's epeculative ideas concerniug the Rouls 
of brutes, and have old Cicero mmmaged for quo- 
tations. Mr. Piozzi's notion of modem music helps me 
to illustrate my own meaoiog. * VariatioTis are very 
entertaining,' says he, ' but I like a quick return to the 
avijeet, which never should be too far forsaken.' " 

" Monday, 16th Aug. 1802. 

*'I iancy Bagot died poor, as Buonaparte will die 
poor ... his nephews eat him up. Family fondness 
is the common ground on which wise and foolish, brave 
and meek, all meet at last; and of three hundred 
Soman sovereigns since celibacy was required, only 
three I think escaped censure of nepotism, and one of 
them was a foundling. 

"Buonaparte's rapid advancement of a family which 
can have no claims upon the country he governs, will at 
last undo him : he would be a happier man, and so 
would hia uncle, the Archbishop of Lyons, if they were 
looking over their farms at Craicke and at Brynbella, 
like you and Mr. Piozzi." 

"BrynbeUa, July, 1803. 

" I am happy to see dear Doctor Gray's handwriting 
once again, ajid pleased to think he is settled at last in 
some place where one may write to him . . . though 
Craicke should present better prospect than possesmon 
if I were to have matters quite to my own mind about 
it. In the meanwhile the parish and parish clerk will 
find you employment, which may in some measure 
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supply the void after travelling, a sensation eTCn the 
^lest minds must feel; and Doctor Johnson said it 
was lucky that ladies were commonly indispoeed afber 
long journeys, for, if they were quite well, they would 
hang themselves for want of customary amusement," 

" Brynbella, GUi Jan. 1804. 
" I am of your opinion that Bristol and its opulent 
environs are not as safe as the metropolis, though I 
hope dear Hannah More is premature with her packages. 
When the lists are drawn, however, and preparations 
for this grand tournament are made in the face of all 
Europe so, something must in honour be done hy the 
challenger, who, if he does an^hing, must do some 
great thing, or endure that disgrace which it seems his 
sole endeavour to shuiL The Btage waits, as they say 
to Mrs. Siddons when she is slow in changing her 
dress where characters require more toilettes than one. 
Well, if they come now, we shall be invaded by men 
with snow upon their helmets, as Nixon the Cheshire 
ideot predicted long ago. 

"Brjnbella, Saturday, 13tli Oct 1804. 
" When will the French be weary of their dai^rous 
playthings, and call home their old Bourbon House ? 
Perhaps this last attempt at burning the flotilla may 
have some good effect ; it may sicken Buonaparte of 
his project, or fright his sailors from following him ; or 
it may provoke* him to put bis threats into ezecuticot 
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and bring on a crisis some way: anyihing better than 
this vile suspense. Mr. Piozzi says peace must be 
made if cont^on spreads upon the Continent, and 
that for love of general safety. Gustavus seems a true 
descendant of Frotho the Fierce, and Harold the Hardy 
, . . but the J30(M" traveller always sung safely even in 
company of thieves • ; and he knows Monsieur Napoleon, 
as he calls himself, can get nothing but snow-balls at 
Stockholm, where winter barricades the realms of frost-f 
" Abbe Maury's mean acknowledgment of a usurper 
over the kingdom hie course adorned a dozen years 
ago, grieves me more by half than Braschi's forced 
submissions to a man who placed bim there only to 
submit ; and the poor Stadtholder cringing to him for 
an annuity is a wretched sight too." 

" Bath, Thuisday, 21st Feb. 1806. 

" Young Rosciua's premature powers attract universal 
attention, and I suppose that if less than an angel had 
told his parents that a bulletin of that child's health 
should be necessary to quiet the anxiety of a metropolis 
for his safety, they would not have believed the pre- 
diction. 

*' Of Buonaparte's exaltation, still less appearance, 
still fewer traces could have been visible a dozen years 
ago ; and how his family will support their new dig- 
nities remains yet to be seen. 

• Cantabit vacuus coram latrone viator, 
t " Stem Nature guards the solit&iy coast, 
And winter barricodeB the realms of frost" 
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" The Pope aeeme no more talked of. la he gone 
home, or going ? or will they set him down at Avignon, 
and Eecularize old Rome at ooce P That scheme is 
among the many one hears talked of. 

" Mr. Fiozzi'a state of health is all this while nearer 
my heart than any of these things; it is not a good 
state of health, certainly, where frequent agony and 
continual lameness both of hands and feet preclude all 
possibility of enjoyment, and render even consolation 
difScult. Yet has Mr. Piozzi tolerable appetite, and 
no worse spirits than such a state of life and limbs 
must necessarily produce ... so we must be contented 
I think, and pity those who are worse off than our- 
selves." 

" Brynbella, lat AiigUBt, 1805. 

" A reading lady at Bath, not a writing lady, told me 
that she open'd an old book one day at an old friend's 
houae, and found in it by mere accident whole pf^es of 
your predecessor Paleys Theology, particularly the 
passage about finding a watch. She could not tell me 
the title of the book, but thought it was a gentleman's 
religion she said, or the religion of a genMeman,. ot 
some Buch title, but people, coming in, she was shy of 
further examination. Can you guess what she did 
mean ? I will answer for her veracity, that I would ; 
and read nothing else but my Bible for as long as I 
have to live, unless it was your Key, which first put 
such a thought into my head. My comfort is that you 
are young enough to be useful ; and that every day sets 
you in some place whence you may more easily and 
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LETTEBS. 9U 

with more power, as more dignity, dispense knowledge 
and practise virtue. 

" Hannah More's hints for the education of a young 
princess is I fear hut little read and tasted, though a 
heautiful book ; and attracts me oftener to open it (at 
least seldomer to shut it) than Mr. Roacoe's Leo X. 
If I were but one dozen years younger than I am, I 
would learn Hebrew," 

"No. 71, Pultney Street, Bath, 
"Pryday, 12th Dec. 1806. 

" I have not read Mr. Faber's last publication ; it is 
a prodigious favourite with the public, and the book- 
sellers write up in their windows, ' Here you may hace 
Faber'e Supplement;' but if I do not find time to study 
hie opinions, I do find time to read the Bible (with 
Gray's Key) and form m.y own. It seems to me juet 
now particularly observable with what peculiar tender- 
ness Joseph treats his brother Benjamin at and after 
the grand reconciliation. Has that behaviour any mys- 
tical reference, I wonder, to the modern Jews ? born as 
Benjamin was,juston borders of Canaan? for the others 
were all produced whilst old Israel was in a wandering 
state; and nineteen years did htf wander. Now as 
* Annus pro die imputabitur,' forty days searching the 
land, and forty years spent in punishing their conduct 
who refused to enter it, &c., may not nineteen centuries 
be implied ia Jacob's having liv'd a foreigner and 
servant before he reach'd home, the place of his in- 
heritance ? If BO, the destin'd hour is not far off when 
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his children will indeed return, and every day gives me 
fresh hope for them." 

" Slat Jan. 1807. 
" That quack lady who magnetisea the people in Lon- 
don is accused of her (a patient's) death I observe, and 
many patients do come here quite oppress'd by the half- 
broiled beef and hot butter'd ale with which physicians 
say that Miss Prescott loads those who place them- 
selves under her care. But poor Mr. Piozzi is as ill as 
th^ can be, though be prefers boil'd mutton and ma- 
caroni to all that a table can offer bim ; and he is in 
bed now with gout on his breast, bands, arms, &c, a 
cough beside shaking bis harrass'd frame -to pieces. 
You may be sure I never quit him except for an hour's 
walk o' mornings, when I go out to hear what passes, 
and bring him accounts how Euonaparte was first to 
turn about, and Le Troisihne des Fuyards that got safe 
into Warsaw. That expression was spoken of as used 
from a conspicuous character in the metropolis to Mrs. 
Fitzherbert who was here a week ago attending ber 
dying mother; and yet the news rather loses than gains 
credit, notwithstanding that letter on which people 
naturally thought they might rely ; but an impene- 
trable mist seems to surround public affairs, and what 
is discerned by glimpses thro' the fog is sure to be 
magnified. 

" ' Wten will time the yeil remove F 
"When will light the scene improve ? 
When will truth our doubta dispel P 
Awfulperiodl Who can teU P '" 
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"Brjnbella, Wednesday, 14th Sept. 180a 
" Sir Kichard Hoare is an antiquarian you know, and 
was looking out for curiosities, but found nothing much 
worth hia notice. Indeed the superficies of our earth 
exhibits at present matters more important than one 
could hope to find in ita bosom ; and Mr. Piozzi, troubled 
as he is with spasms on his stomach and cretaceous 
abscesses almost on every joynt, still feels a patriotic 
fervour at his heart, desiring life chiefly for the comfort 
of hearing that his lovely country has shaken off the 
yoke of Buonaparte. He sees bright visions likewise, 
CBgri somnia, of Austria and Russia joining to aBsist; 
hut I remind him of an old book we saw in the library 
at Vienna, entitled ' Ung Livre des Oyeivetez des Em~ 
pereurB, souuerainement eacrit en Phroge,'" 

"BrynbeUa, Wednesday, lOth Aug. 1808. 
" Everything changes round us, to say true ; and my 
daughters, who spent two or three dayshereaweek^o, 
took from me all power of sleeping in the night by the 
strange tales they told of London mannere, though I 
was beginning to quiet my nerves about poor dear Mr. 
Piozzi. Perhaps the town ladies have kindly resolved 
on compensating the civilians of Doctors Commons for 
their loss in no longer condemning Spanish prizes. The 
unexampled crowd of divorce causes will perhaps make 
them rich amends. Our three times o-week paper gives 
us so many sudden deaths, so many accidents, so many 
thunder storms, it's like reading the casualties at the 
end of the old kings' reigna in a folio history." 
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"BrynbeUa, 18th Nov. 1811. 
" Of Fray Gerundio I never heard except from 
Baretti, who was always talking about him ; and as 
veracity was never among Baretti'8 merita, it may very 
pOBfflbly be more nearly connected with the translator 
than I was aware of. Preaching ie however a favourite 
topic of ridicule among Spanish wits. There is a 
comedy, exceedingly laughable, by Galderon della Barca, 
called the ' Devi! turned Preacher,' which I used to 
read thirty years ago; but I have no books in that 
language here, so it fades away too fast from my mind. 
Old Macklin used to say, there was a geography in 
humour : I am convinced there is one in oratory. That 
preaching which would impress a London congregation, 
would roll over our folks here and leave no trace : as 
the tail of the serpent comes nearer the mouth mean- 
while, extremes meet in everything ; and there is a 
rage for pulpit instruction that I did never observe in 
my younger days, but which marked the early periods 
of church history, and marks these late ones. There is 
likewise a visible disposition to inordinate vices not 
dreamed of forty years ago, but bearing strong re- 
semblance to what one reads of in the first and second 
centuries. Knowledge increases too in a wonderful 
manner, but the science ends in a wonder after all. Wit- 
ness the aeronauts, the galvanists, the vaccinators, and a 
long etcetera of philosophers who turn the flame down- 
wards, and burning our diamonds to death, find them 
to be charcoal. Never waa poor Nature so put to the 
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rack, and never of course was she made to tell so many 
lies. The thing Fourcroy says which hest pleaaes me 
is, that of all our human anatomy, the brain holds out 
longest from decay. Ainsi soit-il." 

"Bath, 27th Nov. ] 814. 

*' Streatham Park was worth anyone's seeing six 
months ago. Upon some threats concerning dilapida- 
tion, I set heartily to work, new fronted the house, new 
fenced the whole of the 100 acres completely round; 
repaired stables, out-buildings, barns which I had no 
use for; and hothouses which are a scourge to my 
purse, a millstone round my neck. 6500^ sterlii^ 
just covers my expenses, of which 4000^ are paid ; 
but poor old dowager as I am, the remainder kept me 
marvellous low in pocket, and drives me into a nut- 
shell here at Bath, where I used to live gay and grand 
in Pultney Street. Direct, however. Post Office, when 
you are kind enough to write, and I shall get your 
letter. Count Lieven is my tenant, and pays me libe- 
rally, but so he should ; for his dependants smoke their 
tobacco in my nice new beds, and play a thousand tricks 
that keep my steward, who I have left there, in per- 
petual t^ony. I am famous for tenants you know. So 
much for self. 

" Lord Byron was such a favourite with the women. 
We all agreed that be might throw his handker- 
chief; and I rejoyce so pretty and pleasing a lady 
picks it up. I knew his grandmother moat Inti- 
mately, Sophia Trevanion, Admiral Byron's lady ; and 
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she was a fovourite with Doctor Johnson. He would 
hare been glad that her grandson waa a poet, and a 
poet he is, in every sense of the word : ' An moins il ne 
manque que la pauvretS pour I'Stre,' as some one said 
of a gentleman painter in fiance many years ago." 

"Btynbellft, IBti Aug. 1816. 
" An intelligent gentleman in the neighbourhood 
has set' my mind easy concerning the abolition of tithes 
notwithstanding. He says the lay impropriations will 
save the church, just as the rotten boroughs so com- 
plained of in the years 93 and 94, when we were tiy- 
ing to imitate the French Revolution. I showed him 
the ivy twisting among the stones of his old summer 
house in the park ; and asked if he did not remember 
the people teizing him (and wisely enough then) to 
cut it away. He neglected it, however, and tuyw it 
holds the little building together; if he cut it out, the 
whole would fell." 

"No. 8. Gay Street, Bath, 
"Fiydsy, 27Ui Sept 1810. 

" Well ! now am I returned to the Hving world 
again. What do I hear ? and what do I see P I hear 
of dear Doctor Gray's new book • from eveiy creature 
that can hold one ; and I see Euonaparte's fine carriage 
driven up my street by a surly-looking coachman pre- 
ceded by a showy cturrassier, in the armour he wore at 
Waterloo. First of the book however, because that 

* Hb " Connexion, &c" 
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captivates all hearts: the other appanage is itself 
a captive. The chapter treating of Josephus is the 
general favourite; how much more must it be mine, 
who have been myself upon the ground trodden by St 
Paul and him. Will you laugh at me for fretting 
that the Old Prediction of Ocyrrhoe the Centauress is 
omitted ? The expressions are bo strong. 

" 'Aspicit infantem, totique salutifer orbi 
Cresci! puer, dixit ; tibi si mortalift snpe 
Corpora debebunt animas, tibi i«ddere ademptas 
FftB erit.' 

" And again, 

" ' Eque Deo Corpus fias ezaoguB Deueque, 

Qui modo corpus eras ; et bis tua fata novabis.' 

" Poete do oft prove prophets, as Shakespeare says 
of jesters. I have, however, passed my last quarter in 
a region where neither poesy nor prophecy were thought 
on, except Nixon the Chesshire fool's prediction that 



And beg of the tenants to take their land.' 

" My affairs here being all settled, Streatham Park 
disposed of, and my poor steward, Leai, being dead, I 
have got a pretty neat house and decent establishment 
for a widowed lady, and shall exist a true Bath Cat for 
the short remainder of my life, hearing from Salusbury 
of his increasing family, and learning from the libraries 
in this town all the popular topics — Turks, Jews, and 
Ex-Empeior Buonaparte, remembering still that now 
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my dehts are eJI paid, and my income set free, which 
vas so long sequestered to pay repairs of a house I was 
not rich enough to inhabit, and could not persuade my 
daughters to take &om me — 

—nothing 

as Macbeth says of Duncan when he is dead. Things 
will at worst last my time I suppose." 

"Bath, nth Not. 1817. 
" My dear Doctor Gray's kind letter arrived the same 
day as the Queen*; and such a day of gayety and 
triumph Bath certainly never did witness. Now, Lord 
be praised, and let us keep our wits I was my ex- 
clamation; the delight of the people was boundless. 
Everybody was on the akrte; numbers of women 
(who had been presented) left their names, and some 
had a notion she would send for others who did Twt. 
Madame D'Arblaye, ci-devant Miss Bumey, was believed 
by many to have a claim on her remembrance ; and 
some prepared to sing, and some to read, and some to 
talk. The illumination was more gaudy than I ever 
saw London exhibit ; and a prodigious expense was in- 
curred by subscription to pillars, arches, and I know 
not what beside. The mayor and corporation put on 
new .dresses, the cooks prepared a magnificent repast, 
and Death f uninvited came to the dinner. The Duke of 

• Queen Charlotte. 

t The death of the Princess Ohailotte, 
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Clarence really could not articulate the fatal words that 
extinguished hope and merriment; he threw the paper 
to Lord Camden and left the room, — it was empty in 
five minut£s. All this in one short week ! 

" This is Monday ; and no news comes to Bath, so 
we invent ad libitum. The favourite fable of the day k 
that Prince Leopold has shot himself; and truly if any 
man ie to be driven distracted by the occurrences of this 
life, forgetting for a moment that it ie merely a passage 
to the other, his wits may unsettle surrounded by such 
irritating circumstances." 

" Bftth, 2»th Dec. 1817. 

" My dear Doctor Gray speaks so kindly of my 
youthful energies, I must really take out a new pen to 
tell him — what alone we all tell to each other — that 
the Queen is gone. I took some little pains to find out 
who she spoke freely with and in private; and have 
reason to think it was Madame D'Arblaye, daughter to 
old Dr. Bumey, and wife of the Republican general, 
who ran hither, sdeigning submission ", as Satan says 
in the Paradise Lost, either to Louis dixhuit, or to 
Buonaparte. That lady, although we are on visiting 
terms, was not likely, you know, to forward the recep- 
tion of H. L. P., {gainst whom she raised the grand cry 
for marrying a foreigner ; and delicacy would not permit 
me to squeeze among the crowds — I must not call them 
rabble — who molested Her Majesty in the Pump Koom. 
The pressure there was, I am told, very offensive indeed ; 

• " Lifted up 80 high 
I sdeign'd Bubjection." — Milton. 
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but she behaved sweetly to them all, and seems to have 
succeeded in pleasing every creature." 

" Penzance, 1st Sept 1S2D. 
" Tia long indeed since female profligacy wae ap- 
pointed the scourge of BritMn ; aild that it should be 
applauded by the multitude, fills me with serious ap- 
prehensions. When and where will the painful dis- 
cussion end I 

" ' Italian ladies will for no man 
Forbear defending of a woman : 
But let the cause be bad or good, 
Fight t«oth and nail for eisterhood.' 

say some of the wits du terns paasS; but Engliah 
. dames are accustomed to treat a frail sister as does in a 
park do the one singled out by the keeper. If she tries 
to lose herself in the herd, they fly her as if infected.* 
Of what people think, however, or of what they say, I 
guess not here at Penzance, where I mingle very little 
indeed with the very little society that there is. 

" Oh dear ! here comes more of this odious Tryal.f 
Well ! I am pleased to see that the Italian m&n are 
more delicate than the German women. This Barbara 
will be torn in pieces by the mob sure, and the gentle- 
men will iight duels, and how will it all end ? and 

• " These lovely things have mercy shown 
For every failing but their own. 
And eveiy woe a tear can claim 
Except an erring sister's shame." — Byron. 

t The Queen's trial. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



ivhefif The eclipse next week too, 'tegunt nigrEe 
latitantia sidera rtubes.' Indeed I have never seen a 
starry night since we came, fine as the weather is ; and 
somehow one does feel horror-stricken. An imprcBsive 
preacher called the World's End before our eyes laat 
Sunday; and though nobody will own it, my heart 
feels sure that many went home under an alarm some- 
what unusual. 

" Dear Doctor Gray, do write again to me, and keep 
my spirits up by your kindness. That all will last my 
time, and yours too, I doubt not; but the great fellow 
with the scythe seems to tread hard, and tread heavy; 
and the footsteps he leaves behind him are so large of 
late ! Lord Byron is said to be bringing out a tragedy : 
unlucky, if Mr, Keau ia leaving England for America. 
They seem to be kindred souls, delighting in distortion, 
and mistaking it for pathos. Did a strange work (a 
httle thing) ever cross your path called the Modem 
Prometheus ? It is a proof how present taste runs in 
a current totally different from that which marked the 
beginning of last century. I wonder what the wits of 
1921 will say to both! 

" And so all the witnesses, I find, are shut in my great- 
grandfather's garden 1 — Cotton Garden, belonging, in 
James II.'s reign, to Sir Robert Cotton of Combermere." 
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MISS WYNN-S COMMONPLACE BOOK. 

Thb following extracts from Mra. Piozzi'a letters to a 
Welsh neighbour, are copied from Miss Williams Wynn's 
commonplace book : — 

1797. — Tis reaUy not unworthy observation, how 
the vital part of every country has been struck at during 
the last ten years. Loyalty and love of their Grand 
Monarque was a characteristic of Parisian manners. 
Th^r Sovereign has been executed. Beligion and the 
fine arts comforted the Italians for loss of liberty and of 
conquests. Their ceremonies are now insulted, tiieir 
models of excellence taken forcibly away. Our English 
John, safe in his wooden walls, counted the treasures of 
the Bank and feared no ill while ships and money lasted. 
Our guineas are turned to paper, our fleets mutiny, and 
our boobies here in London run to crown the dead 
delegates with flowers, forgetting how we were all terri- 
fied when the Thames was blocked up, the trade stopt, 
and an actual civil war at Sheemess, not twenty miles 
from the capital. 

1799. — Your heart would melt to hear the horrid 
tales from Italy I Poor Conte di Fron, late Turinese 
Ambassador, comes now and then to disburthen his 
heart and vent his sorrows on us, and, lamenting more 
his King's misfortunes tiian his own, tells bow that 
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baplesB Prince knelt on the ground in vain before the 
unfeeling general of the French forces begging a 
brother's life, while that commander, lately a low at- 
torney of some country town, showed him humbled to 
hia brother officers, and made the scene a matter of 
encouragement to France to persist in her resolves 
against crowned heada. Thie woa" Sardinia's Kiiig. 
The royal family of Naples suffered little less, &c. &c. 
Pear Mr. Piozzi's countrymen tell him that the ozen, 
&c. in the NorUi of Italy have been so put in requisi- 
tion, that lai^ tracts of land lie waste for want of cul- 
tivation, whilst civil war of opinions among the inhabi- 
tants, some holding fast by the old way, and some 
embracing the new notions brought among them by 
the French, make that once lovely country a theatre of 
agony, and produce such deamess of provisions, that 
at Genoa a dog's head was sold for five shillings during 
the siege, and friends, enemies, soldiers, traders, alike 
perished more by hunger than by the sword. 

1813. — Compliments of the season. It is a very 
old fashion. Our ancestors used to send mistletoe to 
each olher. The Bomans presented dates and dried 
figs to their friends, and tiie modem Italians make up 
elegant boxes of sweetmeats for the same purpose. We 
keep our oaks as clean as we can &om all parasitical 
plants. We have the sugar plums for children, and 
send empty wishes of a merry Christmas and a happy 
New Year, — even that good custom is going out apace. 
■ Well, Ovid's line to Qermanicus was the prettiest : — 
" IXi tibi dent annos, ft te ntun cffitera eumes." 
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Buonaparte doubtless thought such a speech would suit 
faim some mouths ago, but he muet renounce all hope 
of being Germanicus. 

1814. — Tout partiality will encourage me to a long 
chat with you concerning the atmospheric stones which 
have attracted much of my attention. Z do beUeve that 
Diana of the Ephesians was no other than one of 
these, and it was thought, you know, that she fell down 
from Jupiter, but I have heard a Camb-man maintain 
that it was possible that the moon might produce them 
— an idea beat befitting to a lunatic Dr. Milner's joke 
on such immechanicat notions is the very best I know 
— the ready-furnished house. They must, I think, go 
up before they fall down, and certainly there are more 
volcanoes at work than we are watching, which fill the 
air with substances of an attractive kind, which, for the 
most part assume conical shapes, as Nature when alone 
appears particularly to delight in. The Dea Fessinuntla, 
or Cybele of classic mythology, was, I fancy, a mere 
meteoric composition. They washed her with much 
silly reverence, you remember, and Heliogabalus's black 
stone, which he drove into Borne with four white horses, 
was nothing better, only the form happened to be 
perhaps a more regular and perfect cone. He was a 
Syriaji, you know, and this, dropping from heaven 
as they believed, served excellently to represent their 
Bel, or Baal, or lost Thammuz, the Sun, in short, of 
which divinity he was pneat, as a pyrEeum of aspiring 
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Let me hope that you will not pursue geology till 
it leads you into doubta destructive of all comfort in 
thifi world, and all happiness in the next. I am not 
afraid of Qibhon. Whoever has a true taste of Cicero's 
sweetness and Virgil's majesty, will not take hie 
modem terseness of expression or neatness of finish, 
BO completely French, for perfection. .... With 
regard to oax own nobility and people of fashion getting 
into these horrid scrapes of swindling and stock-jobbing*, 
and the Lord knows what — they fright 7n« to read of 
them. We need no longer say with Capt. Macheath, 

" I wonder we han't better company 
Upon Tyburn tree." 

The executive Power should really address them now in 
the official phrase of My lords and gentlemen ! 

Meanwhile Alexander deserved much of the bustle 
we made about him. When a child, it seems, his grand- 
mother, the great autocratix Catherine, took an English 
boy out of a merchant's counting-house at Petereburgh 
and put him about the young Czar as a playfellow and 
to teach him oiu: language. When she had done with 
him he was sent off of coiirse, and Alexander confessed 
that his companion was forgotten. One day, however, 
in the crowds of London, the Emperor recognised a face 
that he knew, and made the man come up and say in 
what way he was now, and how he could be served ; 
after which interview no time was lost, till the Prince 

* Alluding; to the fraud iot which Lord Dtmdonald was pra- 
tecuted. 
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Regent had not promised only, but actually provided, 
this old companion of his new friend with a place in the 
Treasury of 500^. a-year. Such actions are like those 
related in novels, and acted on the stage 

I refused every invitation for the shows in the Park, 
and saw the red glare over London bo plainly from my 
own gate, that every moment added to my rejoicing that 
I was no nearer the crush and the crowd when so many 
unnamed human creatures perished. Miles Peter 
Andrews, the rich and gay, sent out two hundred cards 
of invitation to see the festivities from his windows, 
verandah, &c., hut Miles Peter Andrews (his friends 
say) went off before the fireworks ; so his heir removed 
the body and received company kimaelf.* You and I 
have read of a golden age, a silver, and an iron age : 
is not that we live in, the marble age ? so smooth, so 
old, so polished 

Meantime 'tis really curious to hear the different 
opinions of those who live at the Fountain Head 
of information. London at this moment exhibits bills 
stuck up on every post, with Murder in large letters 
on it, soliciting the apprehension of a felon who haa 
killed his sweetheart, and the lawyers all declare 
that the annals of Newgate are disgraced {comical 
enough) by the proceedings of the common people 
these last three years. . . . Per contra, as shop- 



• The fimera! took place on the very day of the illuminationa, 
and tlie collation ordered by the deceased served first for the 
moimiers, and then for a select party collected to see the fire- 
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keepers would express it, you may see the good people 
(I visit many of those who style themselves the Evan- 
gelicals) congratulating me and each other on the 
diffusion of religious knowledge and consequent virtuous 
behaviour. Jews, say they, are converting, slaves re- 
leasing, and heathen nations obtaining instruction by 
means of missionaries warm in the cause of piety, and 
useful in researches for bettering the general condition 
of mankind. Preachers, no longer supine, vis with 
each other in eloquent persuasion of their hearers. Who, 
twenty or thirty years ago, would have run after any 
one of those who now adorn our pulpits ? and are, as 
far as I can observe, very coolly listened to. Such is my 
survey of London in 1814. 

1817. — The improvements in London amused me 
very much, and such a glare is cast by the gas Ughts, I 
knew not where I was after sunset. Old Father Thames, 
adorned by four beautiful bridges, will hardly remember 
what a poor figure he made eighty years ago, I suppose, 
when gay folks went to Vauxhall in barges*, an attendant 
barge carrying a capital band of music playing Handel's 
water music — as it has never been played since. 

I saw Mr. Wanzey yesterday evening. His account 
of the procession at Rome, consisting of Christian slaves 
liberated by Lord Exmouth, was very interesting.! They 

* " One eTeiiiiig, st Mrs. Doyley's, when the party had heen 
talMng of the g-lories of Waterloo bridge, then just opened, a 
gentieman turned to the lady of the house and Mud, ' You and I, 
Mra. Doyley, remember the time when London had but one 
bridge.' Mies Gnmstun was present." — Nofe by Mit» Wyrm. 

t It is Teij strange that the vulgar mistake of writdng ad- 
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walked up ttie long street, Strada del Popolo, in uni- 
form, and up to St. Peter's Church, attended by all 
the priesthood ainging Litanies, Tfaanksg^ivings, &c.; 
then depositing their standards at the foot of the altar, 
prostrated themselves before the cross, and returned 
blesfiing the English, and crying, as soon as they had 
passed the church doors, " Vivan i bravi Inglesi I Vira 
la Santa religione, &c." 

We are party-xoBd here. I do not mean politically 
so, hut the people run to numberless parties of a night. 
No illness or affliction keeps tbem out of a crowd. A 
lady at my next door almost had her party on Sunday 
night, and her husband invited a large company to 
dinner on the I'liesday following. "Nay," said Dr. 

Gibbs, " I doubt whether Mrs. will live beyond 

Tuesday. She is very ill indeed." At three o'clock the 
husband sent to put off his company, and at eight o'clock 
she died. He sent his cards out that day fortnight, and 
had his party agaiiL So runs our world away. The 
men play at macko and lose their thousands all morn- 
ing ; one gentlemen was seen to pay seven guineas for 
the cards he had used in four hours only. 

1818. — Mrs. Lutwych will have the loss not only of 
a good husband and certain friend, but she will lose her 
greatest admirer too, which few people could boast of 
in conjugal life, besides herself and me. Alas ! alas ! but 

iectdves witli capital letters occurs frequentlj in tliese letters. I 
have copied some of her oddlj affected orthogrepli}'. She is alwajs 
tel o'kmghing. Through a long negociatioii she apeaks always of 
the Piano e forte which thej aw bujing for Boddylwyddan." — 
Note iy Mitt W. Wymt. Was it a vnlgar miBtske at the time P 
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we must loae or be lost. Her death would have broken 
bis heart. The most painful sight of all is a sick baby, 
for there is such a vegetating power, such a disposition 
in the habit to drive that death away which grown 
people often seem half to invite, that it shocks one ; 
and I hoped poor Angelo would have been the staff of 
my age. You can scarce think how low-spirited all these 
things make me. I am glad the sea is at band to wash 
care away. 

1819. — Llewenney Hall pnlled down tool and its 
forests : AUa cadit quercue ; but schools are made of the 
bricks, and Teachen/, as I call it in a word of my own 
inventing, goes on at a famous rate ; yet one does not 
remember it is ever said in the Old or New Testament, 
"If you study My ways, and learn My commandment;" 
but " if you wdUc in My ways, and observe My com- 
mandments to do them," which was surely never so 
little practised as now. Well, the work of reformation 
runs forward apace. Female associations are forming 
every day and everywhere. They come into your 
kitchens, instruct your servants, tell them how their 
masters and ladies run to perdition, give them books 
against tyranny, and tell them they are all slaves. 
Your vraie amie oetogenaire, 

aL. P. 

1820. — I certainly feel sorry for his death ; and if I 
do jwt feel alarmed, who am three or four years older, 
it is because even the grim Lion Death may be rendered 
familiar by stroking, and never suffering him long out of 
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sight, Will you hear the story of my 

jn-eaent neighbour ? Zenobia Stevens, of a good family 
not far off, had a lease of ninety-nine years under the 
Duke of Bolton, and lived it out. When she went 
herself and gave it up, her kind landlord be^ed her to 
keep the house during her life, and offering her a glass 
of wine, " Oiie if your Grace pleases," was her prudent 
reply, " but as I am to ride twelve miles on a young 
colt these short evenings, I am afraid of being giddy- 
headed." 
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MISCELLANEOUS LETTERS. 

UOSTLT TO SIR JAUES PELLOWES. 

To Sir Jamea Feliowea. 

Bath, 17th Januaiy, 1615. 
Accept a thousand complimenta ; I found the pas- 
qiuBade after a long search as it was given me on the 
inauguration of Buonaparte. 

" Bomani I tI mostro un bel Quadro, 
H santo Padre v4 coronar un Ladro ; 
Un Ko per conservar la Fede 

Lascia la Sede, 
Vn dUro Pio per aerhar la Sede 

Lascia la Fede." 

Bomans I heboid a picture nev. 
The Holy Father crowns a thief ; 

Our group ezhibits to your view 
Wonders which far exceed belief. 

Pius the Sixth his seat could leave 
To save alive our Christian faith ; 

His successor that seat to save, 
Abandon'd her to certain death. 
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The Bense is kept, and the point blunted in the 
traQBlation, but so it is in all transIationB. 

To Sir James Fellowea. 

Bath, lOUi April, 1815. 

Ml DEAR Sir, — This is a copy of the memorandum I 
took when the Bishop of KillaJa (Stock) showed me the 
fact in Mezeray's History of France. 

" When Hugh Capet was first set in the Beat of power, 
he coiiBult«d an 'astrologer, who told him his deaceu- 
dants would scarcely wear the crown above 800 years. 
* 'Will it ' (says the King), • make any difference to the 
dynasty, if I consent, not to be crown'd at all ? ' ' Oh 
yes \ ' was the reply. ' They will then sit at least 806 
years.'" .... and bo they did: for if you add 806 to 
the year 987 when Hugh Capet was inaugurated, it gives 
you the year 1793 when his descendant Louis XVII. 
was murdered in prison. Les Horoscopes etoient fort a 
la mode en ces Terns la. The bishop said it was 816, 
I remember, and I took the memorandum in haste : if 
it woe really eo, their time was not expired till two 
years ago. 'Tis an odd circumstance at any rate ; an 
odder stiU, that you should prefer my version of 
Hadrian's lines to those of better poets. 

Gentle soul ! a moment stay. 
Whither wouldst thou wing thy way ? 
Cheer once more thy house of clay. 
Once more prattle and be gay ; 
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See, thy fluttering pinions play ; 
Gentle soul I a moment stay,* 

The conTersation we had that aeritma evening last 
week on the most serious of all subjects, put the verses 
in my head which you will read over leaf, with your 
accustomed partiality. 

I had some of the lines lying unremembered in my 
mind ever since the year 1809, but I believe never 
written out. 

Heart ! where heav'd my earliest sigh, 

First to live, and last to die ; 

Fortress of receding life. 

Why maintain this useless strife ? 

Weary of their long delay 

Time and Death demand their prey : 

Worn with cares, and wearied, thou ; 

Willingly their claim allow : 

Soon shall Time and Death destroy'd 

Drop in th' illimitable void, 

• Thus tranBlflted by Pope, whose "Dying Christian to His 
Soul " wafl confessedly suggested by it : — 

" Oh, fleeting apirit, wandering fire, 

That long has wann'd my tender breast. 
Wilt thou no more mj frame inapire f 
No more a pleasing cheerful gueatP 
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Whilst thou thy petty powers shalt ply, 

An atom of eternity. 

For when the trumpet's lofty sound 

Shall ecbo thro' the vast profound : 

When with revivifying heat 

All nature's numerous pulses beat, 

Touched by the Master's hand : shall come 

Thy unforgotten pendulum ; 

No longer feeble, cold, and slow 

Eetarded still by grief or woe ; 

But firm to mark th' unflnished hour. 

That shall all grief and woe devour. 

To Sir James Fellowee. 

Blake's Hotel, Monday, July Slat, 1815. 
My dear Sir James Fellowes's friendly heart will feel 
pleased that the spasms he drove away, returned no 
more : altho' you were really scarce out of the street 
before I received a cold short note from Mr. Merrik 
Hoare, who married one of the sisters, to say that Lord 
Keith, who married the other, wished to decline pur- 
chasing : so here I am no whit nearer disposing of 
Streatham Park than when I sate still in Bath. Money 
spent and nothing done : but bilb thronging in every 
hour. Mr. Ward, the solicitor, has sent hia demand of 
116^ 18fl. 3d. I think, for expences concerning Salos- 
bury's marriage. I call that the feUeity bill : those 
which produce nothing but infelicity, all refer to Strea- 
tham, of course. But you ran away without your epi- 
gram translated so much apropos : 
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" Cteancieis ! maudite canaille, 
Gommissaire, huissiers et recors ; 
Vous aurez bien le diable au corps 
Si vous empoitez la muraille." 

Creditors ! ye cursed crew, 
Bailiffs, blackguards, not a few ; 
Look well around, for here's my all : 
You've left me nothing but this wall. 
And sure to give each dev'l his due, 
This wall's too strong for them or you. 

I must make the most of my house now they have 
left it on my hands, must I not I may I not F and, like 
my countrymen at Waterloo, sell my life as dear as I 
can. Oh terque quaterque beati I those who fell at 
the battle of St, Jean, when compared to the miseries 
of Cadiz and Xeres ; and oh, happy Sir James Fellowes t 
whose book", well disseminated, will save us from these 
horrors, or from an accumulation of them ; when the 
Cambridge fever shall break out again among the Lin- 
colnshire fens, if we have unfavourable seasons. The 
best years of m,y temporal existence — I don't mean the 
happiest ; but the best for powers of improvement, ob- 
servation, &c. — were past in what is now Park Street, 
Southwark, but then Deadman's Place ; so called be- 
cause of the pest houses which were established there in 
the Great Plague of London. From clerks, and black-- 

• " Eeports of the Pestileiitial Diaorder of Andalusia, &o. &c. ; 
with a Detuled Account of the Epidemic in Gibraltar, in 1804. 
&o. &o." London: 1815. 
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ffuarde not a few, I leam'd there that Long Lane, Kent 
Street, and one other place of which the name has elipt 
my memory, were exempt from infectioQ during the 
whole time of general sickness, and that their safety 
waa imputed to its being the residence of tanners. I 
am, however, now convinced from your book, that it 
was seclusion, not tan, that preserved them. And do 
not, dear Sir, despise your sibyl's prediction : for that 
Crod's judgments are abroad, it is in vain to deny; and 
though France will support the heaviest weight of them 
tCl her phial is run out ; our proximity, and fond in- 
clination to connect with her, may, and naturally vnll 
produce direful effects in many ways upon the morals, 
the purses, and the health of Great Britain. 

Do you observe that there is already a pretender 
started to the Bourbon throne ? You cannot (as I can) 
recollect in the very early days of the Eevolution, that 
Abbe Sieyes declared he had saved the real Dav/phin 
from Eobertspierre, and substituted another baby of 
equal age to endure the fiiry of the homicides. Some 
of us believed the isXe, and some, the greater number, 
laughed at those who did believe it. But an intelli- 
gent Italian, since dead, assured me that the last Pope, 
Biaschi, believed it ; and marked the youth in conse- 
quence of that belief, with a Fleur-de-Lys upon his 
leg. Whether the young man described in the news- 
paper as seizing the Duchess d'Angoulesme, is that 
person or another : or whether some fellow under the 
influence of national insanity, inu^nes bimaelf the 
Dauphin ; he is likely enough to disturb them and 
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divide their friends. Such timea by the violence of 
fenneutatioQ produce extraordinary virtues ; but your 
incomparable Don Diego Alvarez de la Fuente would 
never have had his excellence of character properly 
appreciated, had you not been the man to hand his 
iame down to posterity, ^neas would have been for- 
gotten but for Virgil. 

I am not yet aware that any suBpicion of promoting 
contagion during the fearful moments you describe, 
lighted on the Jews : the propensity Uiey show to deal 
in old clothes makes it very likely that they should now 
and then propagate infectious diseases among their 
Christian persecutors, but I hope those days are coming 
fast to an end ; when France has been disposed oi^ theh" 
turn will come. You will find a kind word or two for 
them in the first chapter of my second volume (of 
** Retrospection") but the last chapter in the first 
volume is my favourite, and should be read before the 
short dissertation on the Hebrews for twenty reasons. 
I hope you like my preface, and find it modest enough, 
tho' the critics had no mercy on my Bo/acineaB. 

Well ! now the rest of this letter shall be like other 
people's letters, and say how hot the streets are, and 
how disagreeable London is in the summer months ; and 
how sincerely happy I should have been to pass the 

next six or seven weeks at Sidmouth, but that, 

Oh, such speeches are not like other people's letters at 

all : but tliat, I have not (with an income of 

SOOOf. a year) 5l. to spend on myself, so encumber'd am 
I with debts and taxes. Leak says he miistpay 40^ 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



Property Tax, now, this minute. He is a good creature, 
and will be a bitter loss to his poor mistress, whenever 
we part ; althougb the keeping bim, and bis wife, and 
his child, is dreadful, is it not? Since, however, in 
mental as in bodily plagues, despondency brings on ruin 
faster than it would come of itself: 

" What jot lemaiiu f but well what's left to lue. 
And keep good humour still, wb»te'er we lose." 

The battle with Anderdon will be fought to-morrow. 
I make sure of losing the Jield ; my generals are un- 
ekilfuL Direct Mrs. Fiozzi, Bath. 

To Sir James Fellowes. 

Mondaj Moimng, Bl&ke's Hotel, 
701 August, 181S. 

Mt Deab Sir James Fellowbs, — When in the library 
at Streatham Park yesterday, I just looked into an old 
book of my writing, now completely out of print, and 
found these long-forgotten lines. The date 1792. 

Shall iiDpiouB France, though frantic grown, 
Drag ber pale victims from the throne. 

Shall royal blood be spilt : 
Yet think neglectful Heav'n will spare, 
And by conniving seem to share 

In Buob gigantic guilt ? 

No, tardy-footed vei^eance stalks 
^ound ber depopidated walks, 
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Waiting the fateful hour ; 
When human skill no more can Bave, 
But hot cont^on fills the grave, 

And famine bids derour. 

Rise, warriors, rise 1 with hostile sway 
Accelerate that dreadful day. 

Revenge the royal cause ; 
Exerting well-united force. 
Tear all decrees that would divorce 

True liberty from laws. 

Is it not very odd I should so predict what is sure 
enough likely now to befall t?tem, and yet never predict 
what has befallen myself ? But I do not even now repent 
my journey. The offer to my daughters was not only 
made, but in person T^>eated ; so my conscience is clear 
of blame if we sell, — there are, however, those who 
think nothing but an acre of land will in two or three 
years be worth a guinea. 

The funds do fall so strangely, and so fast. Should 
these explainers of the prophecies prove the wise men 
we take them for, and should the call of the Jews be at 
hand — their taking out such monstrous sums would 
break us down at once ; but the Turkish empire must ■ 
. give way before that hour approaches ; and rapidly as 
the wheel does run down the hill, increasing in velo- 
city every circle it makes, I can't believe that things 
are coming so very forward, but that poor H. L, P. 
may, by the mercy of God, escape those scenes of tur- 
bulence and confusion. 
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Your book, howeret, helps to alarm me. I had no 
notion that such pestilence had been 80 near, and you 
can have but little notion how little yte veie impressed 
by newspaper accounta of what you yourself not only 
witnessed but endured. 



To Sir James FeUowea. 

Bath, August 24tli, 1815. 
I cotTLD not recollect poor dear Garrick's verses yes- 
terday, when we were talking on the subject : al^ough 
(Aey were made in the library at Streatham Park and, 
by Johnson's approbation and consent, substituted in- 
stead of Murphy's, which he thought pedantic 

" Ye fair married dames who so often deplore 
That a lover once blessed, is a lover no more ; 
Attend to my counsel, nor blush to be taught. 
That prudence must cherish what beauty has caught. 

" Use the man whom you wed lite your fav'rite guitar. 
Though there's music in both, they are both apt to jar ; 
How tuneful and soft from a delicate touch ; 
Not handled too roughly, nor played on too much.* 



* "The Bonl of mneic slmnberg in the ikell, 

'Till waked and kindled by the mutet'B spell ; 
And feeling hearts, touch them but rightly, pour 
A thoiuand melodies unheard before." — BoeEBS. 



n,gN..(JNGOOglC 



** The sparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
G-row tame by caressing, and come at command ; 
Exert with your husbands the same happy skill. 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tamed to your will. 

*' Be gay and good-humoured, complying, and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your mind. 

Attractions so pleasing, resistless will prove, 
And Hymen shall rivet the fetters of Love." 

Murphy's Song : 

" Attend all ye fair, and I'll tell ye the art. 

To bind every fancy with ease in your chains ; 
To hold in soft fetters the conjugal heart, 

And banish from Hymen his doubts and his pains. 

" When Juno accepted the cestus of Love, 

At iirst she was handsome, she charming became; 
It taught her with skill the soft passions to move. 
To kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. 

" Thence flows the gay chat more than reason that 
charms. 
The eloquent blush that can beauty improve ; 
The fond sigh, the sweet look, the soft touch that 
alarms; 
With the tender disdain — that renewal of love. 

" Ye fair ! take the cestus, and trust to its power. 

The mind unaccomplished, mere features ate vain ; 
When wit and good humour enliven each hour, 
The Loves, Joys, and Graces will walk in your train." 
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To Sir James FeUowes. 

Monday, 28th August, 1816. 

Retrospection, too much crowded with figures ; 
aoticipation, in every eense, a blank ! and thus it is, ' 
Dear Sir, that the world runs away. Messrs. Flint and 
Dun (where you bought the bitter horehound,) hard as 
one of their names, and dreadful as the other, told me 
our lost fortune on Saturday night ; I send it you, en- 
closed to Miss Fellowes, who will accompany it with 
pleasanter tydings I hope. Do the friends, for whom 
you are sacrificing health, make you large compensation 
by trying to be happy themselves ? I hope they do. 
If more inducementa are wanting, they will surely think 
on that. 

I have been plagued with a gumboil, a mouth abscess. 
Punishment upon the peccant part for all that rattling 
nonsense it poured out on Fryday morning, when you 
met Miss Williams here ; but we had been talking 
gravely before, and my mother used to repeat a Spanish 
refrain, which you know, I dare say, but I do not, ex- 
pressing : from a companion that knows but one book, 
and can relate but one story. Good Lord deliver me ; 
and sure enough monotony will always tire, whether the 
talk he of mutton or of metaphysics. 

" One cbwrn digplay'd, ftnofter strike our view, 
In quick ynriety for ever new," 

as some among our Streatham wits Tised to say, waa ker 
forte. 
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To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, Wednesday, 27th September, 1816. 

I EATE lived to witness very great wonders, and am 
told that Bramah the great mechaDic is in expectation 
of perfecting the guidance of an air balloon, so as to 
exfailiit in an almost miraculous manner upon West- 
minster Bridge next Spring. I saw one of the first — 
the very first, Mongolfier, I believe, — go up from the 
Luxembourg Gardena at Paris ; and in about an hour 
after, expressing my anxiety whither PU^tre de Rosier 
and his friend Charles were gone, meaning of course to 
what part of France they would be carried, a grave 
man made reply : " Je croia, Madame, qu'ils sont alles, 
ces Messieurs-lfi, pom: voir le lieu ou les vents se fer- 
ment," 

What fellows Frenchmen are ! and always have been, 
I long for your brother's new account of them, and if I 
could turn the figures from seventy-four to forty-seven, 
I would certainly go and see them myself: in a less 
hazardous vehicle than an air balloon. 

Abate Parini made a pretty impromptu on that we saw 
go up at Paris, and I translated it : here it is 

"B LA MAOCHINA CHE PAELA. 

" Eccomi dal Hondo e Meraviglia e Gioco, 
Farmi grande in un punto e lieve io sento, 
E col fumo nel grembo ed a piedi il fuoco, 
Salgo per aria e mi confide al vento. 
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" E mentre aprir nuovo cammino io tento, 
A I'uom, cui I'onda, e cui )a terra ^ poco, 
Fra incerti moti e I'anco dubbio evento, 
Alto gridando la uatuia Idtoco. 

" Oh Madre delle cose 1 arbitrio prenda 
L'aomo per me de queeto aereo regno, 
Se cio fia mai che piil beato U renda : 
Ma se nuocer poi dee, I'audace ii^^^o 
Perda Topra, e'l consigUo ; e fe ch'io splenda 
D' una stolta impotenza etemo s^no." 

THE MACHINE SPEAKS. 

In empty space behold me hurl'd, 
Tbe sport and wonder of the world : 
Who eager gaze, whilst I aspire 
Expanded with, aerial fire. 

And since man's selfish race demands 
More empire than the seas and lands ; 
For him my courage mounts the skies. 
Invoking nature as I rise. 

Mother of all I if thus refin'd 
My fiights can benefit mankind, 
Let them by me new realms prepare. 
And take possession of the air. 

Eut if to ills alone I lead. 
Quickly, oh quick let me recede ; 
Or blaze a splendid exhibition, 
A beacon for their mad ambition. 
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To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, Tuesday night, 3rd Oct. 1S15. 
With regard to public matters, I think Maximilian, 
the witty Emperor of Germany, was not far from right 
when he said that he, like Agamemnon of old, was Rex 
Regum (King of Kings); the King of France, Rex 
A^inoram (King of Aases) ; the King of England, Rex 
Diaboloriim (King of Devils) — though he had not 
heard of the Irish mutineerB of our day: the King 
of Spain, Rex Hominum (King of Men). I hope they 
will verify the appellation and behave like men and 
gentlemen. Of dear Cervantes' merit, you must know 
most, and those who do so, must most value him. I 
believe there is no writer in Europe aa popular, no 
not Shakespear himself, who is justly the idol of hia 
own country: while the Spanish hero is hero of every 
country : no nation that does not swarm with prints, 
and resound with stories of Don Quixote; and 'tis 
very likely I am quoting my own book when I say so, 
but there is no remembering the crowded figures clus- 
tered together in "Retrospection," We will talk of 
the name-book when I am grown rich ; it will do 
nothing for me till I don't want it, and that day I 
purpose to see on the 25th of next July, if not hin- 
dered by Los Hatos, and cramped in my noble ex- 
ertions. Nine months, is it not, to July ? Well ! I 
have carried many a heavy burden for nine months, 
and why not a load of debt ? 'tis a new sort of burthen. 
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but Leak writes me vord that G-illow's bill bas many 
cLargeB in it that cannot be supported, so if he can 
heave off a hundred weight, things will run better, 
and 'tis only following your example about the vexatious 
tooth — bearing, and forbearing, and wearing the misery 
out. 

Our theatre is open, and I saw the new opera dancers 
from Mrs. Dimond's box. La Prima Donna is the 
smallest creature I ever saw, that was not a dwarf; her 
husband a Colossus of a fellow, and the waltz they 
dance together, just the very oddest thing I ever saw in 
my life. We were talking here one morning, if you re- 
collect, with Miss Williams, of these Ballerinas, and the 
ideas they intended to excite. The present set excite 
no ideas except of dry admiration for the astonishing 
difficulties they perform, and some serious fears lest they 
should break tbeir slender limbs in the performance. 
Holding out one leg and one arm in a parallel line, is 
destructive of all grace ; and when, after springing up 
to a prodigious height, they come down on the point of 
one toe — nothing can exceed our wonder at its possi- 
bility, except one's joy that they escape in safety. Music 
and dancing are no longer what they were, and I grow 
less pleased with both every hour — 

" Year chases year, decay pursues deaay. 
Still drops some joy from with'ring life away." 

But do not let us teize dear Miss Fellowes to write ; 
it only worries her, and, whilst I am conscious of it, 
cannot delight me. While secure of a friend's affec- 
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tionate regard, I abhor dunmiiig them for letters ; whea 
my heart tells me that their kiudcesB is growing cold, 
and feels weary of keeping up an uninterestiug cor- 
respondence, 'tis then that silence is a mute that 
strangles. 

We have an old beauty come here to Bath — you scarce 
can remember her — one of the very very much admired 
women. Lady Stanley. Poor thing I she went to France 
and Italy early in life, learned lea manih-es and les 
towmures, and how gay a thing it was to despise her 
husband, who was comj>letely even with her — 

" In youth she conquer'd with bo wild a rage, 
As left her scarce a subject in her age : 
For foreign gloriea, foreign joys, to roam, 
No thought of peace, or happiness at home." 

Her fortune, however, as an independent heiress, she 
held fast ; and her wit and pleasantry seem but little 
impaired ; but the loss of health sent her here, and she 
wonders to see mine eo good, so indeed do I ; but we 
were no puling family ; my fother, both my grandfathers, 
and three uncles, all died suddenly, which renders me 
more watchful of course. Never mind ; Pope says, 

" Act well your part, there aU the honour lies." 

" Nos sumus in scenil quin et mendante mag^stro 
Quisque datas agimus partes j ait longa breTisve 
Fabnlfl, nil refert," 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



To Sir Jamea Fellowes. 

Bath, lOth Oct 1815. 

Such letters would make anybody well. I wiU im- 
plicitly follow the advice of my incomparable friend, 
and I will not advertise Streatham Park till you ap- 
prove the measure. Alas, dear Sir, my wish is to con- 
ciliate, not provoke them. Lord North's maxim, " Ami- 
citias sempitenue, inimicitise placabiles," • is the best 
in the world ; and they will perhaps one day tell you 
that I have always followed it. "Meanwhile, I will not 
swear that the cross winds of domestic life have for- 
borne to injure my tackling, and if I can now get home 
under jury masts, how thankful ought I to be ! Apro- 
pos to jury masts, what can be the meaning of such 
an awkward word ? I have not a dictionary in the 
room, but I dare say they mean m&ts de dairer. Maste 
that will just serve and last but for a short time. Now 
if I am the worse for the musket shot of this warring 
world, how reasonable is it to expect that you should 
have suffered, who have been so exposed to its heaviest 
artillery I Let us never have done rejoycing that you 
are returned to the bosom of your family, and permitted 
to enjoy thei/r happiness which you have unremittii^Iy 
prefered to your own. 

/ was selfish, OTice, and bvi once in my life ; and 
though they lost nothing by my second marriage, my 

* Popularly rendered ; " Enmitdea in dust ; fiiendsbipa in 
marble." 
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Irieads (as one's relations are popularly called) never 
could be persuaded to forgive it; was not it always 
so ? Your Spanish Bible, in the eighteenth chapter of 
Saint Matthew's Gospel, shows us how to obtain pardon 
by applying to the right pl<tce and, person, not to our 
cruel fellow servants. ..... 

So here is reciprocation of confidence, and a con- 
fession no one but your kind self could deserve — or 
indeed comprehend . ..... 

Where the mad warrior fights for &me, 

And life beneath him lies ; 
'Tis love of praise that bears the blame, 

And those that blame are wise. 

When female levity and youth 

Run wild a thousand ways ; 
Each stander by, with equal truth. 

Arraigns the love of praise. 

But praises when by virtue given. 

To virtue are assign'd ; 
They light like harbingers from Heav'n, 

And cheer the trembling mind. 

'Tis then with pride resembling shame. 

We bask beneath their raye ; 
And virtue with an humbler name, 

Becomes the love of praise. 

I remember an awkard Irish Miss once, when it 
was the fashion to give sentimental toastA, making us 
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al! look Billy, because the men laughed so, who loved 
rough merrimeiit, when in reply to their request of a 
sentiment, she made answer, " What we think on most, 
Sir, and talk on least" Mrs. Hoare and I both would 
fed that to be Streatham Park. 

To Sir JmMi FelUnvea, 

Tuesday Night, 24tii Oct. 1815. 
Doctor Fbllowes is certainly right ; I took my ac- 
count of Katherine's cruelty, from Gorani's, whose 
" M^oires des Couts d'ltalie " I left in Wales. Are 
tiiese verses in your margin? they should be there. 

" Elle fit oublier, par un esprit sublime, 
D'un pouvoir odieuz les enormes abus ; 
Et sur un trdne acqxiis par le crime, 
Elle se maintint par ses vertus." 

Her dazzling reign so brightly shone, 

Few sought to mark the crimes they courted ; 

Whilst on her ill-acquired throne 
She sate ; by virtue's self-supported. 

The Anecdotes of Doctor Johnson were begun at 
Milan, where we first heard of his death, and so written 
on, from milestone to milestone, till, arriving at Leg- 
horn, we shipped them off to England. Mr. Thrale 
had always advised me to treasure up some of the 
valuable pearls that fell from his (Johnson's) lips, in 
conversation ; and Mr. Fiozzi was so indignant at the 
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LETIBBS. 90S 

treatment I met with irom his executors, that he 
spirited me up to give my own account of Doctor John- 
son, in my own way ; and not send to them the detached 
bite which they required with such aesumed superiority 
and distance of manner, although moat of them were 
intimates of the house till they thought it deserted for 
ever. I think we must not tell your dear father that 
his friend Bennet Langton was one of them. If we 
do, he will not say as Dr. Johnson did, 

"Sit Bsima mea cum Ijuigtono." 

But my marriage had offended them all, beyond hope 
of pardon. 

■ Now judge my transport, Emd my husband's when at 
Rome we received letters saying the book was bought 
with euch avidity, that Cadell had not one copy left, 
when the King sent for it at ten o'clock at night, and 
he was forced to beg one from a friend, to supply hia 
Majesty's impatience, who sate up all night reading it. 
Samuel Lysons, Esq., Keeper of the Eecords in the 
Tower, then a law student in the Temple, made my 
barg^n with the bookseller, from whom, on my return, 
I received 3002., a sum unexampled in those days for 
so small a volume. 

And here, my dear Sir, is a truly-told anecdote of 
yours and your charming family's gratefully attached, 
H.L.P. 

Pray present them my verses. 



n,gN..(JNGOOglt' 



To Sir Ja/mes Feltowee. 

Sunday, 15th October, 1816. 

No, no ; it was Jael that killed Sisera, who waa a 
warrior, not a woman. The termination in a does not in 
Hebi'ew feminize a name, any more than the termination 
in o renders a name masculine in the Greek. kid>d, 
Siaera, was the proper name of the general of a hostile 
army sent to subdue Israel, and reduce them forcibly to 
acknowledge aia Dmiy the very same abominations they 
are adoring even now, as our friend the general knows, 
further to the eastward. Tabor is still an insulated 
mount ; it was called Itabyrius by the profane writers ; 
hut i-ndeed to be a good bible scholar is better far, and 
will carry further, than being the best Greek one; 
and if the Spanish version does justice to that mag- 
nificent piece of Ijrric poetry — for such it is — which 
you read in the fifth chapter of Judges, called the Song 
of Deborah and Barak, you will be enchanted with it. 
Lowth's praise of it is sublime indeed ; and Kurstness, 
or Pelicanu^ as they call him, says boldly : "Now let 
your Homer or Virgil find a passage equal in eloquence 
and beauty to the last eight verses of that incompa- 
rable ode." 

I believe the challenge cannot be answered ; but if 
you really do value my taste in literature and my opinion 
in the choice of books, assure yourself I would give all 
Lord Spencer's library for his best bible ; reflecting, with 
Locke and Paley, that of that work God is the author. 
Truth is the subject, and its tendency Eternal Life. 
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Should such at length become your preference, too ; it 
■mi^ht not, posaibly, but it is too preaumptuoue to say 
so ; yet it perhaps migJit not be in this world only, so 
soon to be hid from our eyes — that dear Sir James 
Fellowes should have cause to recollect with compla- 
cency his partial iriendship for poor 

H. L. Piozzi. 

The vulgar menace of I'll be after you with a 8U- 
surra/rS means, as far as it means aaything, I'll follow 
you up with a writ of certiorari *, to call up tiie recorde, 
that justice may be done impartially. 



To Sir James Fellowes, 

B«th, SOtb Oct 18IS. 

The next best thing to shaking a friend by the hand 
is seeing his ^7u2writing. I am happy to read yours, 
and most earnestly hope you will keep close to the 
house till better days. The ladies will have sad weather 
to travel in. General Garslin did me a great deal of 
honour, Mid deserved some amusement in payment for 
his trouble in finding the house. 

But I have had a nice dish of flattery dressed to my 
taste this morning. That grave Mr. Lucas brought 
his son here, that he might see the first woman in 
England — forsooth. So I am now grown one of the 
cinioBities of Bath, it seems, and one of the Antiquities. 

* It is a writ for the temoTal of the proceedings, civil or 
criminal, from &q inferior to a superior jurisdiction. 
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SOS I.ETTEKS, 

This evening a chair will carry me to Mrs. Holroyd'a, 
to meet two other females, whom Richardson taught 
the town to call old tabbies, attended, says he, by young 
grimalkins. Now that's wrong; because they are 
young tabbies, and when grown grey are gria maUcms, 
I suppose. Is not this fine nonsense for the first 
wopian ? Prima Donna ! in good time ! 

27th October, 1815. 
** Mrs, Piozzi," remarks Sir J, Fellowes in a memo- 
randum on this letter, "dined with our family party 
to-day. Speaking of Hogarth, she mentioned a clever 
impromptu, addressed to Mr. Tighe, who was intent 
upon some Greek book when dinner was ready : — 

" ' Then come to dinner, do, my honest Tighe, 
And leave thy Greek and r) -jr. 
eat a bit o' pie.'*" 

To Sir James Fellowes, 

30th October, 1816. 
If dear Sir James Fellowes still continues under dis- 
cipline, this anecdote of Hogarth and of his little friend 
may amuse him. My father and he were very intimate, 
and he often dined with us. One day when he had 
done so, my aunt and a groupe of young cousins came 
in the afternoon, — evenings were earlier things than 
they are now, and 3 o'clock the common dinner-hour. 
I had got a then new thing I suppose, which was called 
Game of the Goose, and felt earnest that we children 
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inight be allowed a round table to play at it, but wad 
half afraid of my uncle's and my father's grave looks. 
Hogarth said, good-humouredly, " I will come, my 
dears, and play at it with you." Our joy was great, 
and the sport began under my management and 
direction. The pool rose to five shillings, a fortune to 
ua monkeys, and when I won it, I capered for del^ht. 

But the next time we went to Leicester Fields, Mr. 
Hogarth was painting, and bid me sit to him; "And 
now look here," said he, " I am doing this for you. 
You are not fourteen years old yet, I think, but you 
will be twenty-four, and this portrait will then be bbe 
you. 'Tia the lady's last stake; see how she hesitates 
between her money and her honour. Take you care ; 
I see an ardour for play in your eyes and in your 
heart ; don't indulge it. I shall give you this picture 
as a warning, because I love you now, you are so good 
a girl." In a fortnight's time after that visit we went 
out of town. He died somewhat suddenly, I believe, 
and I never saw my poor portrait again ; til], going to 
Fonthill many, many years afterward, T met it there, 
and Mr. Piozzi observed the likeness when I was show- 
ing him the fine house, then deserted by Mr. Beckford. 
The summer before last it was exhibited in Pall Mall 
as the property of Lord Charlemont. I asked Mrs. 
Hoare, who was admiring it, if she ever saw any person 
it resembled. She said no, unless it might once have 
been like me, and we turned away to look at some- 
thing else. 

With regard to play, I have been always particular 
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in avoiding it, so that I scarce know whether the 
inclination ever subsisted or not The scene he drew 
will certainly remind any one of poor H. L. P., and no 
one but yourself knows the story. 

But I must tell you how well your dear father is, 
and how heartily I made him laugh this morning at 
one of my comical stories, true as the day, which 1 
heard a silly lady in my own country two or three 
yeaj-s ago ask me quite suddenly before a room full of 
company, to tell her ; " for," says she, "you know Mrs. 
Fiozzi does understand everything ; what bone her son 
broke at the battle of Talavera." This was too hard a 
question; but the lady went on: "No, no," continued 
she, " not hard to Mrs. Piozzi. Louisa, you lost the 
letter very provokingly which had the fine word in it ; 
and now you laugh, you ill-natured thing, because I 
can't recollect it, but Mrs. Pioszi will know in a 
minute." Turuing to . me : " It was one of your fine 
words, I say, and very like fable-book." "I have," 
said I, " heard that Mr. Morgan's horse fell upon him, 
and perh^ broke the fibula, or small bone of his 
master's leg," " There, there ! " cries out the lady ; 
" I told you Mrs. Piozzi would know it at once." 



To Sir JaiiMs Fellowea. 

Sunday, 26th November, 1816. 
We all remembered you at the Lutwychee last 
Thursday, where the galanterie of the master of the 
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house was quite the prettiest thing presented on the 
occasion." With one dying marigold, these lines : 

" Tlie g^ft of him whose heart can't vaiy, 
How paradoxical I Behold 1 
Having no gold to ^v8 mj Mary, 
I heie present thii marygM." 

They received my fleurs and fleurettes very obligingly, 
and shewed my worked fly, flnely mounted as a flre- 
Bcreen. Well I all that is poUteneaa, ia it not? a strong 
polish, over which everything glides and rolls and 
appears to make no impression, but if you look closely 
you will discern afterwards a lasting stain. " Time's 
daughters (the days of the year) like the daughters of 
man, are deceitful ; while young and in their papa's 
house, they flatter and promise the pleasures of next 
July to one confiding lover, a prize in the lottery to 
another : but see them come out, wrinkled and rough- 
ened with what each of them calls unforeseen vexations ; 
their votaries turn away, not as they should do, to 
maQsions beyond their control ; but looking back, make 
love to a younger sister, and trust another day. 

Yesterday did better; Mrs. Hob-oyd's party : we were 

• He was not always equally happy. " Lutwychs," writes aa 
ftCCOmplished friend, " was a boie ; and had always in his budget 
Ajeu iTespni he had just composed, and which was deplorably bad. 
I remember one in ridicule of Napoleon desiring the crown. 
L. undertook to prove that he already had two crowns, which 
ought to satisfy any man, and the two lines in which this proof 
was jammed were the following ; 

' A crown to your hat and a crown to your head, — 
Why you would not have thre^ like the Pope, man F ' " 
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a choice set indeed. But she had unluckily asked 
talkers to play the part of hearers, while Mrs. LyEons 
sung, and Mrs. Twiss" read. So onp said the selection 
of songs waa a dull one ; another thought it wa^ foolish 
to be listening to " Macbeth " in a room, when we had 
so lately seen it represented with every additional 
assistance on a st^e. I persuaded her to take up 
Milton, and try what could he done with the second 
book; her sister read the fourth book, I remember, 
at Doctor Whalley's about five or sis years ago, and 
Sir William Weller Pepys made this impromptu while 
she was speaking, repeating it the moment she had 
done : 

" When Siddona reada irom Milton'a page, 

Then Bound and sense unite ; 
Her vatjing tones our hearts engage 

With exquisite delight : 
So well those Taiying tones accord 

With his seraphic strain j 
We hear, we feel, in every word, 

His angels speak agwn." 

To Sir Ja/mes FeUowes. 

Ist December, 1815. 
The customary season of good wishes; which, like 
your Spanish oranges, are in warm hearts a fruit of 
every season, dear Sir James FeUowes has anticipated, 

' The wife of Francis Twisa (author of the " Complete Verba! 
Index to ShaJrepeare "), and mother of the late Horace Twiss. She 
was the sister of Mrs. Siddons, and very like her. She read 
beautiAiUy, as I well remember, having been domesticated with 
the family as a private pupil of Mr. Twisa for two years. 
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in expressing a. kind hope that my next year may prove 
more happy than the last. Hecollect meanwhile that 
my last year began jrith making your acquaintance, and 
I hope ends with having gained your friendship. Will 
a good house in Gay Street (should I ever live to enjoy 
it) mark 1816 as agreeably? I say not. Accounts 
from Streatham Park, however, are neither good nor 
bad. The place is a mere drag upon my mind, a drain 
upon my purse ; and no Marquis of Stafford yet 
appears, nor do I feel as if anything were likely to be 
done there, good or bad. 

The best joke going here, and most like your kors de 
combat*, was made on the bustle with which Mr. Parish 
presented Princess Talleyrand to a large company at his 
house; where some wag observed that the lady had 
gone through many adventures, and now was come to 
theyansA. 

To Sir James Fetlowea. 

Now eighteen hundred and 6fteen 
Will qiaickly write herself — haa been. 
For tho' success was never seen 
Brilliant as ours in bright fifteen j 
Old Time will rear his lofty skreen. 
To part us from the year fifteen. 
If, then, this frail though nice machine 
Can last till death of dear fifteen, 

* This joke waa revived in honour of the lady who came to be 
a spectator of the battle of the Alma in Prince Menzichoff's car- 
riage. 
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Let those few hours that lie between 
Throw no disgrace on past fifteen I 
Free from reproaches, coarse or keen, 
Be sung the dirge of dead fifteen ! 
While peace extends her olive green 
O'er the pale wounds of poor fifteen. 
Nor let th' enticing air and mien. 
The promis'd freshness of sixteen. 
Lead us to tempt, howe'er serene, 
Eternity ! Offended queen. 



I HATE been dining with your dear family, as happily 
as we could dine without our kind absentee. I think 
you will find the effects of your father's fine Mal^a in 
the above impromptu from 

H. L.P. 

For mercy's sake burn this stuff; it seems strange 
even to myself, after tea. 



To Sir James Fdlowee. 

Bath, Monday Eveniiig, 
lltb December, 1816. 

Very ill pleased with myself for sending such an 
empty scrap when my heart was full, but it was because 
your servant w^ted at the door for it ; and very ill- 
disposed to delight in your determination upon the 
choice of life, as Doctor Johnson calls it in his " Raa-' 
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L£TT£BS. Sir. 

eelas." I sit down now to write you aa long a lett«: as 
I like, and fairly send it to the poet. My dear Sir 
Jankes Fellowes confesses that I have spoiled him for 
the frivolous conversation of beaux and belles ; if I 
say all I think, I shall disgust you from the project of 
practising medicine in a thronged metropolis ; where 
those that employ a physician pretend not to know 
how far his skill is worthy of confidence, and those 
that reject him, have no means of guessing wherein 
lies his deficience ; who choose a doctor, as girls choose 
a husband, because some other head, as empty as their 
own, was casually filled with a fancy, — that of his 
being fashionable. Is there any other rudder used in 
present life but the mode ? Is there any other book 
read but "Rhoda?" And is not that admired because 
it shows every body what they like best ? ~ their own 
feces in the glaas.* I b^ pardon, your brother's little 
work is well spoken of by every body ; but Walter 
Scott has certainly fallen in the plains of Waterloo : 
I was always half afraid that Arctic Phcebus would set 
in a ft^. 

I met your mamma in the street, and said, " Well ! 
Ma'am ! Sir James Fellowes has not forgot me, though 
among so many charmers." " Forgot you ! ! " — replied 

* " Bhodo," a novel, in four volumes, publiahed by Colbutn. 
Her temajk on it resembles one made by Madame de S^viguS on 
the play of Lei Fteiimtmirei : " La Comddie des Viaioim^rea nous 
rejouit beaucoup : noua trouySimes que c'est la representation de 
tout le monde : chacun a ses visions plus ou moins marquSea." 
"You can only subdue the mass by mass. Eaah. eventually picks 
out something for himself." — Goethe's Faust. 
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Mrs. Fellowes, " I would not give a pin for him if lie 
forgot yow." So you see I have a friend at court. 
. Poor old Dr. Harrington is going, and T now wish 
him gone. When the bright visions painted by the 
pencil of youth, or those no less dear to us formed by 
the firmer hand of maturity, on the canvass of buman 
understanding, grow dull, and dirty, and dingey, like 
those landschapes of Titian done when he was ninety 
years old, 'tie more kind to let them drop quietly in 
pieces, than sew them coarsely together, and bid foi? 
them as a rarety. I wish he would pack up and be 
gone. 

Dr. Holland helped to lower ray spirits too : all my 
Venetian friends killed or beggared by this vile revolu- 
tion. How melancholy I 

So Farewell! and for a short time, dear Sir: coma 
soon and chase the gathering clouds away. 

" Mon premier est le premier de BOn eflpSce, 
Mod second n'eut on premier j amain : 
UoQ tout, je n'lume guire le toub dire." 

■^H. L. P. 

But adieu I 

Dr. Myddelton had been troubled with cramps and 
spasms, but shook them off, and used the slipper bath. 
When in it one evening he cried, " Oh, my head," and 
(died without another word or groan. 

" Nil irnhi reacribas, atfamen ipse veni." 
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To Sir James Fdlowes. 

Bth November, 1816. 
I SEND my dear Sir James Fellowes the " Sjnonymes " 
that he may finish with the best thing I ever wrote ; I 
send likewise my defence of his favourite " Retrospec- 
tion ; " they were very civil to the Synonymy, and there 
was a fine eulogium on the string of words, calling 
over the meaning of cmah, overwhelm, ruin, in the first 
volume. I have marked very few passages, but hope 
you will like many. 

To Dr. Thackeray. 

Bath, Wednesday, 13ih Dec. 1815. 
Mr dear Doctor Thackeray's kind partiality followed 
me so long and so far upon my journey through life, I 
think he has enough left even oow not to be wearying 
of hearing how I do, and what I do in a situation very 
new to me indeed, but rendered supportable by the 
countenance and conversation of pleasant friends and 
agreeable acquaintance. The accounts I hear from 
Wales, too, make me very happy and thankful, and 
convince me that my tenderness was bestowed on 
worthy creatures who seem to make themselves much 
beloved in their neighbourhood. Oh how that neigh- 
bourhood is changed ! Oh how many sighs shall I 
have to leave on every house as I pass it, if it should 
please God that I can come down next July, unen- 
cumbered by debts aad no longer haunted by vexations 
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which have tormented me for two long years ! But you 
are country gentleman enough to know that a high 
paling round a park of two milea extent, besides frout^ 
ing a large house made by my exertions aa if wholly 
new", and then furnishing it in modern style sn- 
premely elegant, though I thought not costly, cannot 
be done but by enormous expense, and, in fact, snr- 
veyors, carpenters, and cabinet makers, have driven 
poor Hester Lynch Piozzi into a little Bath lodging, 
where Miss Letitia Barnston found her, two rooms and 
two maids her whole establishment; a drawing of 
Brynbella, and by the fiur hand of Mrs. SaJusbury, her 
greatest ornament. 

Meanwhile our town, like yours, takes turn for the 
fine dancers or fine actors when they have a week to 
spare ; and as for private talent, there never were so 
many young people so skilled in m^sic as now. I 
heard a child of ten years old, perform on the forte 
piano last week like a professor. The winter seems as 
if it would be a long one, it began early, and many old 
people sink under the rapid changes. Doctor Har- 
rington, however, kept his eighty-ninth birthday a 
while ago, and listened with delight to his charming 
compositions. The last catch and glee are said to be 
the best he ever produced, and sure he lives a proof 
that air and exercise are not the preservatives of life 
which we account them, as he always visited his 
patients in a chair half a century ago, as he now visits 
his acquaintance, and always with his mouchoir at his 



' 3he IB Bpenking of Streatham. 
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face to keep away every breath of wind ; when walking 
in the abbey with his son-in-law last summer, " Come," 
^d he, " let U8 choose a spot for my old hones," and 
recollecting himself suddenly — 

" TheBe ajicient waUs, with man j a mouldering bust, 
But show how well Bath waten Isj the du£t." 

If you have not heard that impromptu before, you will 
like it. Adieu, dear Sir ! and make my best regards 
to Mrs. Thackeray, with love to the lasses who were 
nice babies. Do you remember Selina, she would be 
Mrs. Piozzi herself? Now write me a kind word, do, 
and say you will be glad to see me next July, hut how 
unlikely it is there shoiild then be anything left of your 
poor 

Hester Ltnch Piozzi. 



To Sir James FeUowee. 

6tli Januoiy, 1816. 

GrOOSEi LiMTON is a good goosey, and deserves apple 
sauce when apples are dearest, I see no mistakes at 
all, and if you find any, I will rectify them. 

The Travel Book and the anecdotes there will show 
you perplexities of a new and untoward nature ; for 
though I had witnessed much theological talk, contro- 
versy was wholly strange to me; and now dear Sir 
James Fellowes will see, as he has often felt, what a 
wretched thing the happiest human life would be, were 
this all : but who, without pain's advice would e'er be 
good ; and who, without death, but would be good in 
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vain ? The old undertaker's motto, " Mors janim vitse," 
is after all our best eooeolation. 

ilyjour (le Ttaissance iseoming round in a few days, 
now ; and as Pope says, 

" Witli added je&ra of life faiinge nothing' new, 
But like a sieve lets every blessing through : 
Some joy still lost, aa each vain year runs o'er ; 
And all we gsin, some sod reflection more. 
Is this a birthday I 'tis, alas, too clear, 
'Tifl but the funeral of the former year." 

Yet will I not (like Dr. Johnson) quarrel with my 
birthday. To have been bom into this world is our 
only claim for some sort of place in a better ; and surely 
to have gained attention and friendship from Doctor 
Collier in my early days — the hour of female attention 
being scarce arrived — and from Sir James Fellowea in 
my latter scenes, when that bright hour was over, might 
well compensate for those long, busy, intermediate acts, 
even of a more tragic drama than I was engj^ed in, 
through a fatiguing past indeed ; sometimes very sweetly 
supported, many times very cruelly thwarted, by my 
companions on the same stage ; and now, if all is to be 
Boon over, Valete et plaudite. 

H. L. Pjozzi. 

Here is a dreadful storm ; the sea runs very high, no 
doubt. I could not get out to-day. 

Ask the young ladies if they can describe to you the 
colour of the wind ; if they can tell you the tint of the 
storm I Tis an enigma. Adieu. 
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(Jour de NaiMBUce, 27th January.) 

Tuesday night, 10th January, 1816. . 

Mt dear Sir James Fellowea will like a long inde- 
peadeot letter about athousand other people and things. 
When I am one of the family cluster we can think only 
of you. Yet poor old Dr. Harrington must be thought 
of; he will be seen no more. Was it not pretty and 
affecting that they played his fine sacred music so 
lately, and by dint of loud and reiterated applause 
called him forward as he waa retiring, to thank him for 
their entertainment ? He returned, bowed ; went home, 
sickened, and — ■ I This was a classical conclusion 
of his life indeed; like the characters at the end of 
Terence's plays, who cry Yalete omnee et plaudite! 
But I would wish a less public exit, and say Vale.' to 
my nearest friend, Voi altri oj^rplaudite I to the rest. 

Apropos, did you ever read Spencer's long string of 
verses, every stanza ending with Wife, Children, and 
Friends ? I can neither find nor recollect them rightly ; 
but too well does my then hurt mind retain my answer 
to a lady (one of the Burneys) who quoted a line ex- 
pressive of contempt for general admiration, going on 
to this passage, which I do remember : 

" A-way with the laurel, o'er me wave the willow, 
Set up by the hand of wife, children, and friendB,"* 

My reply was " No ; for," aaad I, 

* " Then, lady, weare no wreath for me, 

Or weaTB it of the cypress tree." — Bteoh. 
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" Shoald love domestic plant the tree, 
Hope still would be defeated ; 
Children and friends would crowd to see 
The neighbouring cattle eat it. 

" Deciduous plants will lose their leaves 
With winter's provocation ; 
And ev'ry sigh that sorrow heaves 
Will sap the slight foundation. 

" Till iu a sea of follies tost, 
Foes to each fine emotion ; 
Our drooping willow's driven and lost 
On Life's tempestuous ocean. 

" While true to time-worn worth, we view 
The verdant laurel rising ; 
Firm-fixed, and of unchangeful hue. 
Each wintry blush despising. 

" Around the late-reposing head 
This faithful foliage hovers ; 
Points out the merits of the dead. 
And many a failing covers. 

" And should the berries e'er invite 
Some envious nibbling neighbour, 
A blister'd tongue succeeds the bite. 
And best repays their labour." 

Did you believe I could ever have expressed myself 
with BO much bitterness ? but if people will break the 
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heart even of an apricot, sweetest and most insipid of 
all fruits, the kernel will yield a harsh flavour. 

Poor Doctor Harrington, like myself, has found the 
kindness that sweetened his existence always from with- 
out doors, never from within. 

My cough is no longer a bad one, but the hoarseness 
does not go off ; and when I tried to tell old stories last 
night to amuse, I found the voice very odious ; so Sir 
James Fellowes is best off now, that has me for a cor- 
respondent. Don't you remember, in some of my stuff, 
how Johnson sayd, if he was married to Lady Cotton, 
he would live a hundred miles away from her, and 
make her write to him. " Once a week," added he, 
" I could bear a letter from the creature, but it is the 
poorest talker, sure, that ever opened lips," 

Well, if you afiked the pretty girls to tell you the 
colour of the wind, and esplain to you the tint of the 
storm, they would say the storm rose, I imagine, and 
the wind blew. We used to spell the colour so in very 
old days. 

Meanwhile, the geological maps of what is to be 
discerned under ground, are fine things certainly ; but 
I feel 80 completely expectant of going to make strata 
myself, that the science does net much allure me, al- 
though I am deeply concerned in it at aeventy-five 
years old. Dear me ! tis a silly thing to try to extract 
sunbeams from cucumbers, like Swift's projector in 
" Gulliver's Travels." 

Princess Charlotte has at lengtii made her choice, it 
seems, of Le Prince de Saxe-Cobourg, a handsome man, 
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and she tbinks bo. Without that power of making im- 
pression, beauty in either sex is a complete nihility * ; 
find me a better word, and that shall be turned out by 
her who wishes to keep the best in every sense for you. 

To Sir Jamea FeUowea. 

Bath, 17th Juiuaiy, 1816. 

I TOLD dear Sir James that hie nest letter ehould 
cost him nothing, and sure nothing can equal the event 
it tells. But S^vigQ^'g pen alone could describe it ; 
could excite your wonder bo, and produce no disap- 
pointment. 

A lady, then, well-bom, well-looking too, my near 
neighbour, marries a gentleman, an officer, a general 
officer. Where, say you, is the wonder ? She is thirty- 
liix years old. She marries Creneral Donkin, senior; 
bis military cloak and old cocked hat have won her. 
Xeeds any man despair ? He called her in to dinner 
the very day his wife, thirty years younger than he, 
was carried out a corpse. She told her son and daugh- 
ters that it would be so, and so it will be. The bride- 
groom in hie ninety-first year. 

Miss Wroughton la arrived, ^e says her mother is 
ninety-seven years old. I bid her be careful of les es- 
pouaeurs, and told her of General Donkin. She says 
her mother has the full use of her understanding, and 
is of course out of any such danger. 
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Amongst all the afflictions whicli vex our human 
frame, the most dreadful (says Dr. Johnson) is the un- 
certain continuaDce of reason. God preserve yours un- 
clouded and serene for at least half a century more. As 
no man ever employed it to more benignant purposes, 
so no man ever merited longer possession of felicity. 

Doctor Harrington kept his wits to the last minute, 
and laughed when they told him the story I have told 
you. 

To Sir James FetUnveB. 

Bath, Sunday, 2]at Jan. 1816. 

Mb. GrRBEN field preached a very fine Oraieon 
fimibre upon poor old Harrington to-day, and used my 
very expression ; was not it odd enough I Not odd at 
all, say you, that Mrs. Piozzi should like his composi- 
tions, if that is the case. 

But I have something less pleasant — 'bills following 

me from . Small shot, indeed, but rdortifying in 

the extreme. I told your ... I was like some 
famous boxer that was knocked down by a farthing 
candle artfidly slung at his head, while yet bleeding 
and bruised to death almost, from a victory newly won. 
Dr. Goldsmith, whose feet "every path of vulgarity 
trod," told us once of an ale-house wager. A man betted 
that he would produce a person who should perform 
this operation on some well-known hero of the fist; who, 
not being apprised of the frolic, and panting for breath 
and refreshment, felt this sudden hit upon his temporal 
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artery, and dropped down, demolished by a farthing 
candle.* 

To Sir James Fdlowes. 

Bath, 25th Jannaiy, 18IG. 
I HATE suffered much from nervous irritation, but 
your kind father is so good to me. The lady who was 
a&aid of her own hearth-rug could not be more fanciful 
than I have been. 

" Strong and mc>Te strong her terrorB Tom, 
Her shadow did the njmph appal ; 
She trembled at her own long nose, 
It looked BO long against the walL" 

Now for wfiat the newspaper calls miscellaneous 
articles. Your father bide me drink the Bath water, 
and I did do so yesterday, and waa more alive than . . . 
and I tried the Bishop of Salisbury's party last night, 
but made a poor figure, — so hoarse. A mute Piozzi 
is a miserable thing indeed, but health will mend. . 

The bishop is very agreeable ; and though he is a 
nobleman now and a courtier, remembers old times and 
old jokes, and how he and I sat down together on 
a dirty bench in St. Mark's Place, Venice, to hear a 
Dominican friar, while Harlequin jumped about un- 
. heeded on the other side of the square. 

Your .... must see the new book, though the beat 
thing in it is telling bow the foreigner comes to an inn 
at Dover, and finding a member of the Bang-up Club 

• This Bbarj of QoldBmith's is mentioned by BoBwelL 
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loitering about the jard, cries, " Here, Ostler, hold my 
horae." " Know your road work better, you . . . ." 
replies the other, and challeagea him. Escaped from 
thia misery, he meets a lady going to a party, her head 
heaped in the fashionable way with flowers. " Sell me 
some roses, pretty dear!" cries the new-arrived foreigner, 
laying hold of them. "Insulting fellow!" cries the girl; 
" I'll have you punished for an assault." A passer-by re- 
lieves him from this difficulty,and they strike up a friend- 
ship and go together to the inn. " Pray, Sir, who have I 
the honour to be so miich obliged to '/" says the stranger. 
"I, Sir, am captain of the band of peneioners." The 
Spaniard looks in his English dictionary (Johnson's) 
for so hard a word ; and finds Pensioner, a man hired 
for the destruction of his country." " Oh I for pity leave 
me directly," cries be ; " I am in company with a chief 
of banditti. What will become of me ? Get out of my 
apartments." 

Well ! now I will have done with all this buffooning 
nonsense, and am, with the truest regard, 

H. L. P. 

To Sir Jaraea Fellowea. 

Saturday, 3rd Febniaiy, ISia 
I HAVE some very curious things at Streatham, more 
curious than you think for; one pair of frightful old 

• P«M«)n«r b defined ; " a slave of the state, hired by a atipend 
to obey hie master," She was thinking of Johnson's definition of 
Pengwa, of which he says: "In England it is generally imder- 
itood t^ mean pay given to a state hireling for treason to his 
coontej." 
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Etruscan jars, for example, given me by a monsignore:, 
Etuiio Visconte, a Milanese nobleman then reradent at 
Rome, and a first-rate connoisseur. 

"These," said I, "are indeed antiques." "Antiques!" 
replies the man ; " why they were antiques when in 
Cicero's cabinet. Antiques ! why they were antiques in 
Bomulus's time; they are coeval with the Babylonish 
captivity." With proper blushes I accepted them, and 
there they are. 

I have a pair of old blue and white porcelain bottles 
too, which were brought into my family by an old Sa- 
luabury in the year 1400 ; and my grandmother used 
to bighten my father liom improper matches, by 
holding them in her band and protesting she would 
break them ; " for," said she, " they came by the 
Eed Sea before the passage round the Cape of Good 
Hope was discovered, and do you think they shall ever 
be possessed by Miss Such-a-one?" Wben, however, she 
learned that he bad united himself viHh his cousin 
Cotton of Combermere's daughter, she said : " Well, 
then, now I will kiss my old bottles, and keep them for 
John's eldest diild." They are yet in her possesaion, 
1816. 

To-morrow I shall break quarantine, go to church 
(in a chair), and ^ve tiod tbanks for all bis mercies. 
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To Sir Jamea Fellowea. 

Bath, 29tli FebruaiT, 1816. 

Such a kind letter as your deta father put in my 
hand this day, and I, bankrupt even in acknowledg- 
ment, can only curtsey and aay, Thank you, Sir. In 
return for your confidence, however, I shall tell you a 
secret; and that is, that I am engaged to dine at No. 13 
on Tuesday next, 5th March, and your mamma says 
we are to drink sweet wine, I suppose till we see 
double. 

My heart has been so bruised of late ; it did promise 
me to think all of the next world and no more of this ; 
but Doctor Halley said, you know, that in the centre 
of this globe there was a great spherical magnet pulling 
and attracting us down to earth ; from which pieces, 
which he calls Terrellse, broken off from the grand 
loadstone but partaking its powers, are scattered up 
and down in order to hold us fast. Your happiness is 
one of these Terrellffi to me, and I wish to remain here 
till I see it completed, for which reason not a word will 
I utter about provocations, only to say they had nothing 
to do with the small shot. 

My next letter from dear Sir James will be dated 
Streatham Park. Thus will he 

" Ope the hospitable gate, 
Ope fox Mendship not for stat«. 
FriendB well chosen ent«r tbere, 
Confidence and truth Bincere ; 
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aaO LETTEBB. 

Love, m mutual fiutb eecnM, 
Transport generous and pure ; 
Spaikling from the soul within, 
Never boasted, elwaye eeen." 

Ib it not a shame to fancy you hare time to read 
a letter? yet vanity, that vile passion, says you will 
read it. 

And now let me finish with the most serious and 
solemn wishes for every possible happiness to you and 
yourself, and yourself'a half. I like the expression, 'tis 
sincere and new ; new I suppose because it is sincere. 
So God blesa you, my dear and highly-valued friend. 
Yours, &c, 

H. L. P; 



To Sir James Fdhwea, 

Bftth, Ist March, 18ia 

On St. Taffy's day does 's little Welsh friend 

renew her wishes of happiness. The thought of its being 
so near, and the delightful certainty of your going to 
my house at Streatham Park to be happy, puts me 

in the best good-humour possible. And since 

has written f^in without insolence or peevishness, I 
have contented myself, in reply to his inquiries after 
my health, with saying that my cough is gone, and that 
I hope he is recovered from his nettle-spring rash, 
which seems to burst out annually, as I had an odd 
letter from him in the same style ten or twelve months 
ago. 
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We are raving mad here about the property tax. 
Will it be abolished or no ? 

General Donkin is married and Mrs. Wroughton dead, 
characters well known in Bath. They are nearly of an 
age, but the lady's is tbe more prudent step, sure, after 
ninety. 

Did Leak show you the bason I was baptised in so 
many years ago ? it is in the china closet next the 
drawing-room door, with a bit of dirty paper in it which 
Mr. Piozzi made me write, I think but am not sure, 
lest it should he confounded with the other things. 

Did you never go to Hampton Palace, Hampton 
Court I mean, and see a poor, half-starved, snuffy-nosed 
old woman showing the now nearly empty rooms, and 
saying in a shrill though sleepy tone: "And here's 
Prince George of Denmark over the chimney." Then, 
with a sigh : " Over the Chimney, Prince George of 
Denmark," hoping her task near over. Now don't you 
be thinking of her when I show my little show, as 
Mrs. Siddons was caught recollecting some of my 
silly jokes, and hurst out o' laughing in the most 
mournful part of Aspasia's character, to the amuse- 
ment of Kemble and annoyance of all the actors at 
rehearsal. 

Adieu, dear Sir, and hum this nonsense, for the sake 
of your faithful, obliged, 

H.L. P. 
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To Sir James FeUowea. 

18th April, 1816. 

Mt home for fifty years will I hope procure me, by 
dispoeing of it, a temporary residence for the remainder 
of my short term ; and what more ought to he wished 
hy one who will soon take up a narrower apace? I am 
glad Squib • is so sanguine. Did you see real Squib, 
the fother ? he is a very good-looking man. 

There is an old story of Balbus, when Quaestor at 
Seville, throwing an auctioneer to the lyons in his me- 
nagerie, because a female friend who was selling up her 
possessions complained to him, that the auctioneer was 
so ugly and deformed, he fi-ighted all buyers away. 
Our people will lose no hiddei^ by that fault; hut is it 
not odd that the world, with all its fluctuations, should 
hare undet^ne so little change? Always vexations, 
disappointments, and inadequate anger for what can 
hardly be helped, though the mode of expressing that 
anger is altered by the diflerent situations of society. 
Always a Mend or two perhaps in the world like Sir 
James Fellowes ; always luckless ladies enough, like 
your faithful, obliged, 

H. L. P. 

To Sir James FeUowee. 

Here is the 9th of May ; and now if Sir James Fel- 
lowes renews bis kind invitation very pressingly, I will 

• The well known ancliooeer of Saville Row. 
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have the honour to wait oa him and hie lady in the 
WhitsuQ Week, having a mind to break up, aa children 
say, for the holj da]^, and nm to see the Waterloo 
Bridge, the Western Exchange, and other London won- 
ders ; then return, shut my front windows, and protest 
myself (with the strictest truth) in the country. 

Hope, says Lord Bacon, is a good breakfast, but a bad 
supper; and with regard to this life, he is right; no 
other supper would sit easy, however, during the long 
night of the grave. 

Do you feel interested in Southey's or Canning's 
Attack and Defence ? I am pleased to see them turn 
with so much vigour on their enemies. 

The prettiest new book, however, is "Chalmers on 
Modem Astronomy," which he reconciles to Scripture 
in a manner he seems to fancy unexampled, but it is 
not 80, The work is worth reading, nevertheless, and 
I have a notion you would like it. 

Let me hear that you are very busy. Business for 
men of leisure, and leisure for ilien of business, in due 
proportions I mean, would really add to mortals' happi- 
ness here below more than mortal man can imagine. 

To Sir James Fellowes, 

Wednesday, 22nd May, 1816. 

Mt dear Sir James has broken the Mimi at last; and 

I will now tell him how we are hesitating between a 

convenient house on the Queen's Parade, or pretty No. 8, 

Gay Street, which is particularly inconvenient for the 
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834 LETTBRd. 

servants below stairs. Either of them ought to con- 
tent me well enough after how I have been living — a 
common expression, but infamous bad English. 

Apropos, Charles Kemble has been here acting ; and 
in some part of a comedy written by Murphy, said, 
" We are like Cymon and Iphigenia in Dryden'a Fables." 
The ladies stared, but the scholars said he was right ; 
and I said it were better be wrpng than so pedantic, 
for 'tis always called Iphigenia in common use. Mr. 
Lutwyche held with the wise men, and he, you know, is 
a good prosodist. I quoted Pope's "Homer," 9th book, 

"Laodlce, and Iphigenia fair, 
And bright Crysothemis with golden bur." 

" Oh ! " said Mr. Mangin, " Pope is no firm authority ; 
he calls the wife of Pluto Proserpine, as in colloquial 
chat, when writing his fine ode on St. Cecilia's Day. 
But old Milton disclaimed such barbarism ; he calls 
her Proserpina, as in the Greek,"" We all appealed 
to Falconer ; dear Sir James was too far away. I know 
not the success of our appeal yet. 

Well ! here are fine apple blossoms, pink and white, 
as any lady can make herself, and here is peace too, 
and I think plenty. When we were all looking at the 
fireworks in 1748 from temporary buildings, fragile 
enough I suppose, Dr. Barton merrCy exclaimed, " Do 

• In tbe Latin : 

" Nee repetita sequi cuxet Proaerpina matrem." 
Sbe 18 Pewepbone in the Greek. 
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you call this a good peace, which brings so tnany heads 
to the scaffold?" 

Id reference to the intended sale of Streatham, my 
health will be better when the whole business is de- 
cided. At present I have neither taste nor smell ; and 
as Prior says, 

" No man would ask for mj opinion 
Between ttn oTSter and on onion " (pronounce inion). 



* To Sir James FeUowea. 

Bath, Saturday Night, 3rd August, 1816. 

I AH so glad to leave this town, with the ^reeable 
taste of what was most agreeable to me in it, that I 
shall never have done thanking you, dear Sir, for your 
very kind letter, and shall direct this straight for- 
ward to Adbury House. After church to-morrow the 
chaise rmis UB to Rodborough, another two days more 
will finish the journey, and I shall see Salusbury's 
babies. 

The lady in the straw. Query, why do we say lying- 
in-women are in the straw ? I think it was originally 
an allusion to the Blessed Virgin Mary, who had no 
other accommodation. 

Lady F is very obliging, she will like Grims- 

thorpe 80 maeh; I am glad you are going, and shall be 
most glad when you return. I pass some happy days 
together in Gay Street: the plate is already on the 
door with my name, and you will say, " I see she has 
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In-asoned it" • The old ebony chaira from Streatham 
Park will meet you in the entry, and it will mtike the 
bouse look like home, and if you advise me to, so I 
will make it my home, buying the lease and furniture. 
If I really should return from Wales, br^ht and brisk, 
and if (to speak in earnest) it should please God that I 
should — Oh how many ebouldsl — live this longest of 
all long years through, and like to begin another in 
the same place, why then I will purchase the whole 
concern. Nor will Salusbury have reason to r^ret, as 
lOOOl. may be better by that time in stone ihsa in 
stock, &c. 

S is the wise man I always thought him, and 

forbearing to make one among the shoal of self-im- 
pelled fish, that rush to the opposite shore, they know 
not why, is a new proof of it. Madame D'Arblaye, 
cyderant my dear friend Miss Bnmey, says there are 
50,000 English at Paris now. Suppose on an arer^^ 
each spent only a guinea a-week, what a sum ia quit- 
ting the country for a year? and they will not stay a 
shorter time if economy is their point — 2,600,000^. 
50,000 millions (an't it) and 600,000^ Should not 
some stop be put to the folly? And we the while 



When Lord Stowell married and set up house with the Marchioness 
of Sligo, the brass plate with his name wae placed wider the brass 
plate with here. "So," Bud Jekjll, "I find you are already 
obliged to knock under." Lord Stowell reversed the position of 
the plates. " Now," eaid Jekjll, " you are knocked up." 
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maklDg subscriptions which they avoid, and you feed- 
ing the poor whom they neglect I 

How I shall delight in seeing Adbury House and en- 
viions I and hearing the cottagers blessing my worthy 
friends. Assure yourself, dear Sir, such blessings are 
your best purchaaea. Meanwhile, the workmen must 
have their share, and what is very odd, one hates them 
at first, and for a long time indeed; but I remember 
Piozzi and I felt a strange vacancy in our minds, when 
they were all gone. "lis so in everything. We had 
an oak tree in a. little island no bigger than itself, and 
surrounded with water, which an oak tree abhors. We 
dried the pond up, and the tree pined away. 

But here comes Miss Williams, loaded with presents 
for me to carry to her family ; and not another word 
can I say, and not another moment have I to say it ia. 

To Sir James FeUowea. 

Btttb, Wednefiday, 10th April, 1S16. 

Mt dear S and Lady will like to hear that 

I got safe through the thunder and lightning on Sun- 
day evening by taking shelter at Salt Hill, from whence 
I ran hither, over a road watered as if by a water-cart, 
the next day, and arrived at my smoky hut on Monday 
night, eighty-eight miles in twelve hours. 

I foimd Lady Keith's card on my table at Blake's 
Hotel on Saturday night, and returned the visit on 
Sunday, leaving the kindest letter I knew how to write. 
I did more, I left orders with Leak and Squibb, to take 

VOL. II. z 
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their money if they ofifered, but if they did not offer, 
to hurry oq the sale of the pictures at Streatham, and 
put me oat of pain aa soon as possible. 

This morning I went into a public auction here in 
Milsom Street, and saw sold a Tarnished-ap performance 
of Peter Neef, for tbirty-foor guineas : this gave me 
spirits, so did the story of these Bank restrictions, vhich 
they say will operate immediately in making money 
plenty. 

I am a miserable financier, but you will understand 
me, as Miss Streatfield's maid said I should, when she 
asked me to lend her lady MUk and Asparagus Loot. 
I did immediately comprehend her meaning, and sent 
her the "Milton's Paradise Lost" you saw iu Streatbam 
Park Library. Perhaps my Bank restrictions may be 
as awkwardly worded. 

To Sir Jamea FeUowea. 

Bath, 30th May, 1816. 
Mt deab Sib, — .... I will be careful about 
sea bathing. Dr. Gibbes bid me beware of the re- 
action, but what caa one do towards keeping such 
thing at a distance? Cowper says, you know, and 
truly and sweetly : 

" Fate Bteali along with silent tread, 
Most dsngerooB when leaat we dread ; 
Frowiu in tlie etonn with angry brow. 
But in the gunshine strikes the hlow." 

Now, don't you beliere me low spirited ; few people ever 
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had such uniformly good spirits. Did I tell you I had 
saved Murphy • from the general wreck ? and that Mr. 
Watson Taylor wrote after me to beg him for 157^ lOa.; 
but I am no longer poor, and when I was, there ought 
surely to be some difference made between fidelity and 

unkiudnesa. When B- s (Bumeys) were treacherous, 

and Baretti boisterous, against poor unoffending H. L. 
P., dear Murphy was faithful found, among the pithless 
fiuthful only he : 



Equally attached to both my husbands, he lived with 
us till he could in a manner live no longer ; and his 
portrait is now on the easel, with that of Mr. Thrale, 
coming to Bath ; my mother, whom both of them 
adored, keepii^ them company. 

To Sir James FeUovies. 

Bath, Tuesday, 9th July, 1816. 
Not yet forgotten by dear Sir James Fellowes, his 
old friend hastens to inform him that she does mend, 
slowly, and heavily ; but yet she feela climbing up, 
rather than sliding down, the hill. 

So Sheridan is going, and Mrs. Jordan gone : in want 
both of them, though perhaps not actually of want 



* Portrait by Sir Joehua Keynolds, painted for the libmry at 
Sti«athain> 
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either of them : shocking enough I and Mary Mayhew 
dying, and Misa Katherine Griffith dead. Equo pede 
pulsat the old enemy Death : 

Le PauTTe en sa cabane oii le chaiime le couTie 

Eat au^et k ees Loix : 
Et la garde qui veille k la port* du Louvre, 

N'en d^jend pas noa Boia. 

The Mieaes here are all reading " Glenarvon,"" "a 
monstrous tale of things impossible," at least one hopes 
so. I have finished it at last though not comprehended 
it : and can only say with King Lear : 

" Aa ounce of civet, good Apothecaiy, 

To sweeten mj ima^uation." 

I feel sorry the Parliament is broken up ; for, laugh 
aa one may, in that House does reside the united wis- 
dom of the nation. " Wisdom," says Solomon, " crieth 
in the streets, but no man heareth.^' I think in London 
streetfl the horn blowers and the flowers in blow con- 
trive to drown hifl voice. 



To Mies FeUowea. 

Bath, 18tL July, 1816. 

YoDE letter, dear Miss FeUowea, came to my hand 

late last night. I do not, this morning, believe this the 

last day of oiu' foolish and wicked world, but I think it 

the worst day I ever saw at this season of the year. 

* A novel bj Lady Caroline Lamb; tbe two principal characteis 
weie Buppoaed to be intended for Lord Bjvm and braselt 
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All are uneasy about tlie ruin it is causing, and though 
nothing impela English people into church but & fajnous 
preacher, many feel alarm at the effect this extraordi- 
nary weather will have on the hay and corn," Mean- 
while our friends here at pretty T i would be happy 

but for the necessity of fires in July, and the oddity of 
living enveloped with cold mist, unable to enjoy their 
beautiful spot, or see fifty yards from it 

Death still holds a court for himself here in New 
King Street ; whence poor old Colonel Erving will be 
carried to Walcot in a day or two : I shook hands with 
him on Monday morning, and passed him in a chair, 
going out. On Wednesday morning, much earlier than 
that hour, he was a corpse ; without any previous ill- 
ness, except mere old age. Dr. Fellowes remembers 
him in America. 

Have you read " Glenarvon," and its key ? I hope 
fiome newer fooling has taken up the Londoners' atten- 
tion by now. We Bath folks are content to admire 
Lady Loudon and Moira's beautiful Asiatic, not having 

Lady H 's atheist to stare atf; but any thing will 

do. But I am detaining you with questions concerning 
people and things, by this time wholly forgotten among 
your folks. 

Distance between friends produces that certain vexa- 
tion : one talks to them on worn-out subjects always, 



■ On the 18th July, 1860, the weather and its apprehended 
GoneequenceB were the same. 

t The late Mr. AJlen, who lived with JjorA and Ladj Holland 
sa a memhei- of the familj, was called Lad; Holland's pet atheist. 
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and that is the graad cause of letters being generally 
insipid, tmless they tell of one's health : and I think 
yours and mine hare been long absent from their 
owners; yours only mislaid I hope; but lost, and of 
no value to those who find it, is the once veiy strong 
and active constitution of your truly £juthful and obliged 
friend, 

H. L. P. 

To Sir Jamea Fdlowes. 

BatOi, Monday, 22iid July, 181S. 

Hebe's terrifying weather indeed. Such a thunder- 
storm on the I8th as I have seldom seen in England. 

B. J 's observed the fire ball in the street, and 

report soon told us the frightful effects left behind it 
at poor Windsor's here in James Street. You must re- 
member to have copper, not iron, bell wires; nothing 
else saved the lives of those pretty children : I live to 
the fields you kaow, and escaped all the wonders, nor 
could quite believe till Mrs. Windsor shewed me her 
floor, burned in places, her wall pushed in, and her 
plate-warmer in the kitchen perforated very curiously 
indeed ; and all this on a cold rdny day. 

Worse storms tear the atmosphere to pieces in Italy 
every summer evening, yet I never but once heard of 
any life lost or endangered : but then they have no 
newspapers, so much may happen without one's bearing 
of it. 

Miss W s showed me a letter from I^ady e 
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that e&je, Montagu Mathew is getting quite well, by 
taking the juice of red nettles ! I I never heard of red 
nettlee before ; and make no doubt bat a few pebble- 
stones boyled in milk, would be just as effioacionB. Sut 
Hope is drawn with an anchor always, and common 
sense is never strong enough to weigh it up. 

The mischief is, we seldom drop of cast it in the 
proper harbour ; it would then keep steady, and deserve 
the name the Bomans gave it, (mchora sacra .... 
I shall probably not live to see you in the happy char- 
acter of father; but remember my words, or rather 
those of old Archbishop Leighton ; when speaking of 
education, he said, " Fill you the bushel with good 
wheat yourself; because then fools and foes will have 
less room to cram in chaflf." Nothing better has ever 
been said upon the subject. Adieu! you well know 
how to get more such stuff when you wish it, from dear 
Sir, your old and futhful friend, 

H. L.P. 

To Sir Jamea FeUowea. 

Bath, Wedn^da;, 18th September, 1816. 
. . . . The best scraps I could pick up, you will 
read over leaf. They were written ia imitation of the 
Greek verses by Metiodorus or Posidippus (which was 
it ?) for " Life against Life." I read them long ago, 
translated in the " Adventurer ; " but cannot recollect 
what number they are in, besides that I possess not the 
book. 
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FOn LONDOH. 

Can we through London streets be leA 
Without rejoycing as we tread ? 
The city's wealth ovx eye auryeys, 
The court attracta oar lighter gaze ; 
Whilst charity her arm extends. 
And Bick and poor find host of fiiends. 
Wit sparkles round our rosy wine, 
And beauty boasts her charms divine : 
Muaick protwiga our festive nighty 
And morning cdls to fresh delights ; 
A London residence then give, 
For here alone I seem to live. 

AGAINST LONBOK. 

Can London streets by man be trod 
Without repenting on the road ? 
Where nobles, whelmed in shame or debt. 
And bankrupts swell each sad gazette ; 
All licensed death our &ame attacks. 
And to his aid calls hosts of quacks ; 
False smiles on beauty's face appear. 
And wit evaporates in a sneer. 
Dangers impede our days' delights. 
And vermin vex our sleepless nights ; 
From London, then, let's quickly fly. 
In rural shades to live or die. 
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To Svr James FeUowes. 

30th September, 1S16. 
. . . In January 181 J such will be my fortune; 
and wlio in their wits, circumstanced as I am, can wish 
for more ? Your dear mother laughed when I told her 
I was buying plate, linen, &c. to begin the world with, 
like a boy just come of age- 
But life is a strange thing, and has been often com- 
pared to a river. " I^abitiur et labetur," &c. 

Leave the lofty glacier's side, 
Leave the mountain's solemn pride: 
Down some gently sloping hill 
Let's pursue this silent rill, 
Noiseless as it seems to flow. 
Wrapt in some poetic dream : 
Watch the windii^ of the stream. 
In such varied currents twisting. 
Still escaping, still existing : 
Let us find life's emblem here : 
Haste away I The lake is near. 

Wales inspired these verses, which, of course. Sir 
James Fellowes never saw : but he can make life valu- 
able aa delightful. God keep the lake fer distant from 
him for a thousand sakes 

Dr. Robert Gray, who wrote the new book that every 
one is reading, wrote the lines under our sun-dial at 
Brynbella : 
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" Umbra tegit lapsas, prEesentique immitiet horse : 
Dum lux, dum lucis semita, virtus ^at." 

" Ere yet the threat'ning shade o'erapread the hour. 
Hasten, bright Virtue, |uid assert thy power." 

The well known George Henry Grlasse * said there was 

* The Rev. Geoige Heniy Olaase, author of eeTeral TolmneB of 

Bcnnons and tnuudationa from the learned languages. Amongst 

Mn. Piozzi'a papers, were found uot«B of the following anecdotes 

concerning him. On Miss Blaquiere's bidding him write some 

verses for her, he said, " he had nothing to write upon." " Then," 

replied the ladj, " write upon notluiig ; " he immediately obejed : 

" And wilt thou, Nymph, compel my lays, 

And force me sing thy rival's praise P 

Why, then, in thu thing let's agree, 

That I love no thing more than thee." 

On pssaing through a turnpike gate to officiate at a neighbouring 
parish, he claimed exemption frem paying the toll ; the tumpike- 
msn, who waa intoxicated, insisted upon payment, making nse 
of ahusire language and swearing many oaths; upon which Mr. 
Ulasse paid the toU demanded, saying at the same time that he 
should have it returned or the man should be fined for every oath 
he had Bwom ; this Olasae earned into effect. Shortly afterwards 
on the prosecution of the tumpike-mau, he was fined for not hav- 
ing read the Swearing Act once a quarter in his Church, agreeably 
to the Act of Parliament then in force. 

His life terminated strangely and lamentahly. He had been to 
the city to raise a sura of money to pay his debts, or (some say) to 
enable him to escape from his creditors to the Contdneut On his 
return in a hackney-coach, he left his pocket-book containing the 
money in banknotes on the seat, and on discovering his loss, com- 
mitted suicide. The day following, the pocket-book with its 
contents was brought by the driver to the hotel at which he had 
stopped. Neptune Smith was more fortunate. He flung himself 
into the sea after casting up his betting-book, from a conviction 
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a fault in the prosody*, and wished to correct it, as thus : 

" Umbra tegit lapsam, praesentique imminet hone : 
Hospes, diflce ex me vivere, disce mori." 

" Ere yet the uureturning shadows fly, 
Oo mortaJs, leara to live, and ]eam to die." 

Tell me which you prefer ; I like the English of the 
last best, myself; but the first, of course, remains round 
the little marble pillar set up by Mr. Piozzi, and very 
much admired for ita elegance. Oh ! what a beautiful 
house and place it is! Salusbury did make me the 
compliment of not cuttiag down a weeping willow we 
planted, because I had made verses on it. 

To Sir James FeUowea. 

Bath, MoncUy, 7th October, 1816. 
I HATE got no new hooks to read ; Mr. Whalley re- 
commended me some verses, a long poem indeed, but 
to me very unintelligible. Modern writers resemble the 
cuttle-fish that hides himself from all pursuers in his 
own ink. That is not Doctor Gray's case, however : I 
think you will like his performance exceedingly. The 
weather is as gloomy as November, and the poor gleaners 
can get no com out of the stubble ; it rots and grows, 
and threatens ruin both to small and great. 

that the balance was against him ; was fished out, found that he 
had cast up hia book wrong, and Ured many years to exult in his 
nickname. 
* The second syllable in virtus is lon^. 
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MisB Hudson says a bmine will bring us to our 
Beoees; I say it will deprive ue of the litUe wita we 
have left. The delirium proceeding irom hunger will 
have fatal coasequencee, because vulgar minds will feel 
sure that 'tis somebody's fault, and woe to the mortal 
they pitch upon. Send a consoling word, dear Sir, for 
my fancy sees very bad visions. The world always does 
see most to endure, when most blind, says old Fuller : 
perhaps that is now the case with yours faithfully and 
gratefully, 

H. L. P. 

To Sir Jamee Fellowes. 

Bath, Ilth Octolier, 1816. 

In adversity, in prosperity, ever dear and kind &iend, 
my Wraxall opens well. What signifies knowledge 
locked up, either in man or book ? I think if Lady 
Keith has a fault besides her disregard of poor H. L. P., 
that is hers. 

Oh I here is a new book come out, that I know not 
how she will like, or how the public will like. Do you 
remember my telling you, that in the year 1813, when 
I was in London upon Salusbury's business, before his 
marrif^e some months, a Mr. White sent to tell me, 
through Doctor Myddleton, that he possessed a manu- 
script of Johnson's, and wished me to ascertain that 
the handwriting was his. I invited both gentlemen 
to dinner, — we were at Blake's Hotel, — and Dr. Gray, 
afterwards Bishop of Bristol, met them, and I saw 
that the MSS. was genuine. It was a diary of the 
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little journey that Mr. Thrale, and Mr, Jolinson (such 
he was then), and Miaa Thrale and myself made into 
North Wales, in the year 1774. There was nothing in 
it of consequence, that I saw, except a pretty parallel* 
between HawkeBtone, the country seat of Sir Richard 
Hill, and Ilam, the country seat of Mr. Port, in Derby- 
shire. But the gentleman who possessed it, seemed shy 
of letting me read the whole, and did not, as it ap- 
peared, like being asked how it came into his hands, 
but repeatedly observed he would print it only it was 
not sufficiently bulky for publication. He said he 
could swell it out, &c. 

We parted, however, and met no more ; but when I 
came first into New King Street, here, Nov. 1814, a 
poor widow woman, a Mrs. Parker, offering me seven- 
teen genuine letters of Doctor Johnson, which I could 
by no means think of purchasing for myself, in my 
then present circumstances, I recommended her to 
apply to Mr, White, and she came ^aiu in three weeks 
time, better dressed, and thanked me for the twenty- 
five guineas he had given her ; from which hour I saw 
her no more, nor ever heard of or from Mr. White 
again. 

Since you and I parted at Streatham Park, however, 
a Mr. Duppa has written me many letters, chiefly in- 
quiring after my family ; what relationship I have to 
Lord Combermere, to Sir Lynch Salusbury Cotton, &c., 
and comically enough asking who my aunt was, and if 

* Tbia pietty patallel ie in bis moat pompous and inflated atfle. 
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she waa such a fool as Doctor Johnson described her. 
I replied she waa my aunt odIj by marriage, though 
related to my mother's brother, who she did mMry; 
that she was a Miss Cotton, heiress of Etwall and 
Belleport, in Derbyshire. Her youngest sister was 
Countess of Ferrers, aud none of them particularly 
bright, I beUeve, but as I expressed it, Johnson waa a 
good deapiser. 

So now here ia Johnson's Diary, printed and pub- 
lished with a facsimile of his handwriting. If Mr. 
Dnppa does not send me one, he ia as ahabby as it 
seems our Doctor thought me, when I gave but a crown 
to the old clerk. The poor clerk had probably never 
seen a crown in his posaesaion before. Things were 
very distant A.D. 1774, from what they are 1816. 

I am sadly afraid of Lady K,'s being displeased, and 
fancying I promoted this publication. Could I have 
caught her for a quarter-of-an-hour, I should have 
proved my innocence, and might have shown her Dup- 
pa's letter ; but she left neither note, card, nor message, 
and when my servant ran to aU the inns in chaae of 
her, he learned that she had left the White Hart at 
twelve o'clock. Vexatious '. but it can't be helped. 

I hope the' pretty little girl my people saw with her, 
will pay her more tender attention. 

To Si/r James Fellowes. 

October 14tli, 1816. 
Your brother Dorset has lent me Bubb Codington's 
Diary, and I have done nothing but read it ever since. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



Tia a retrospection of my young days, very amusing 
certainly, but anecdote is all the r^e, and Johnson's 
Diary is selling rapidly, though the contents are bien 
mmgre, I must confess. Apropos, Mr. Duppa has sent 
me the book, and I perceive has politely suppressed 
some sarcastic expressions about my family, the Cotfona, 
whom we visited at Combermere, and at Lleweney. I 
was the last of the Salusburys, so they escaped. But I 
remember his saying once, " It would be no loss if all 
your relations were spitted like larks, and roasted for 
the lap-dog's supper." It would certainly have been 
no loss to me, as they have behaved themselves ; but 
one hates to see them insulted. 

This letter ia written in the dark, you will hardly be 
able to read it, but if words are wanting, supply the 
chasm with the kindest. They will have best chance to 
express the unalterable sentiments of 

H. L. P. 

Your brother Dorset and I disagree only in our 
opinions concerning Buonaparte, of whom he thinks 
much higher than I do ; altiiough as Balzac says of the 
Romans: 

" Le ciel Tjenisaoit toutes leura fautes, 
Xie ciel couronnoit toutes leura foliea." 

We most, however, watch the end ; for, till a man 
dies, we can neither pronounce him very great or very 
happy ; so said at least one of the sages of antiquity. 

Adieu. 
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To Si/r Jamea feUowes, 

Bath, Fiyday, Ist Nov. 1816. 

When my heart first made election of Sir J. Fellowes, 
not only as a present but as a future friend, I felt 
rather than knew, that he would never forget or forsake 
me. Everj^thing I see and hear confirms my saucy 
prejudice. 

Such a Sunday evening I passed in Marlborough 
Buildings *, where I used to meet friends, so beloved, 
companions so cheerful, sent me home to Bessy Jones f 
with a half-breaking heart ; and in every vein Johnson's 
well-foimded horror of the last. The family left Bath 
next day, for Paris, where they have taken a house for 
a year I Poor Boisgeler is dead, you know. One could 
not care in earnest for Boisgeler, but at my age, 'tia like 
losing the milestones in the last stage of a long journey. 
We shall, however, both of us, have a cruel loss in 
the Lutwyches. How happy, how elegant is the epi- 
taph on poor Mary. Beautiful, though not too ahewy : 
just as it should be. I am afraid to trust myself witii 
translating or even praising it. 

To Sir Jamea Fellowes. 

Bath, 29tli Not. 1816. 
Cobbett has been galvanizing the multitude finely, I 
am told, in his last paper. " Be scum do longer," says 
he, " be no longer called scum, I say." Did I ever tell 

• At the house of the Lutwyches. 
f Heiinaid. 
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you a story of which this remindB me, concerning the 
blind Lord North's father, old Guildford ; who del^hted 
in affectii^ coarse ezpreseions, and uned to say to his 
friends when he met them, " Oh, such a one, how does 
the pot boil ? " Some democrat, who probably disliked 
the rough address, when Wilkes and liberty set Lon- 
don maddening, called to Lord Cruilford across a circle 
of ladies round the tea-table, and cried exultingly, 
"Well my good lord, how does the pot boil now?" 
— "Troth, Sir," replied the peer, without hesitation, 
"just as you gentlemen would wish it to do, — acum 
uppermost." 

I am so afraid this tale is not new to you, any more 
than baptizing the bells. We have two in England, 
you know, that were christened Thomas. The Oxford 
one I forget all account of; but when the devil was set 
up to look over Lincoln Cathedral, the wise folk found 
baptizing the bell was an efficacious method of sending 
him oflf. Some of their conclave, however, being in- 
credulous, *'Let us," said they, "baptize the bell by 
name of the doubting apostle, and that will do," so he 
ia Tom o'Lincoln. 

To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, 27tli Dec 1316. 

Thahk you, my dear Sir, for the kind wishes that I 

restore you from my heart a hundred fold. It was odd 

enough, and pretty enough, that the happiest day of 

the year should have been the finest; but indeed 

TOI. n. A A 
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I sever saw such a 25th of December, and what blow- 
ing weather followed I But we must expect it now 
to be slippy, drippy, nippy; afber which, Bbowery, 
bowery, flowery ; then hoppy, croppy, poppy ; oh 1 and 
autumn wheezy, sneezy, freezy ; as good, sure, as Fabre 
d'Eglantine'a Niyose, Pluriose, Ventose, &e. I wonder 
if any of that nonsense will he remembered I 

There is a good French joke now at Parie, concerning 
the King's illness ; for say the Jacobins, 

" Si Louia a'en aJlut, 
Chailea dix panutniL" 

Meaning that 

" Charles dit-fmitait," 

'Tis well they are so merrily disposed. 

Mrs. Lutwyche writes in capital spirits, hut your own 
dear father's heart is as light as a Frenchman's, though 
solid like John Bull. We had a world of chat to-day 
when he brought me your letter about Lord and Lady 
Mount Edgecombe, being parted like Mr. Sullen and 
his wife in the comedy * ; east, west, north, south ; far as 
the Poles asunder. They have been married just nine 
months. She wedded twice before, and now they ery, 
*' terque quaterque beati 1 " I suppose. 

Mrs. Dimoud offers me a place in her box to-night, 
whence will be seen Massinger's horrible "Sir Giles 
Overreach," played by Mr. Kean. If he can stretch 
that hideous character as he does others, quite beyond 
all the authors meant or wished, it will shock us too 

• The "Beaux' Stwtagom." 
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much for endurance, though in these days people do 
require mustard to everythiifg. Actors, preachers, who- 
ever keeps within the bounds of decency, — may not 
we add patriots ? are all censured for tameness, and 
considered as cold-hearted animals, scarce worthy to 
crawl on the earth. 

Meanwhile, the thoughts of your Adbury establish- 
ment charm me, and I feel sure that my dear friend 
will never fall into this new and fatal whimsey, of fat- 
ting beasts, while men ctre wanting food. It is a sense- 
less thing to see calves, and sheep, crammed till they 
cannot walk, but are driven into the town for show, in 
their carriage, like Daniel Lambert in his easy chair, 
when the mutton and veal so managed is not eatable, 
and the very fat useless to tallow-chandlers for want of 
solidity. I really wonder nobody takes the matter up 
as seriously censurable." 

We are subscribing here at a great rate, to imitate 
the Londoners. I told Ebmmersley, that the donation 
of 50,00<M. to 50,000 poor, put me in mind of Merlin, 
the Crerman mechanick, who, when people were terrify- 
ing each other about the invasion, some five and thirty 
years ago, propor^d to let them come, and then meet 
them with a guinea each, and beg of them to go home — 
never reflecting, till heartily laughed at, that they 
would come again next week for another guinea a- 
piece. Surely these are senseless methods of preserving 

* It was reniHTked bj Loid Hacaolay that prize oxen were only 
fit to make candles, and prize poems to light them, 

i.A. 3 
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tranquillity.* The people want Dothiog but employment 
and pay, and then they Will love the hand that helps 
them, while feeding them by subscription leaves them 
not a whit obliged, but in some sort, and scarce un- 
justly, offended; while the donors are impoverishing 
themselves. 



To Sir Jamea Fellowes. 

Bath, 4th January, 1817. 

Tis well for me, dear Sir, that my letters meet so- 
kindly partial a reader ; for I have a notion they olten 
repeat themselves. Doctor Johnson, and men less wise 
than he, say we forget everything but what passes in 
our own minds. Those ideas are among the most 
fleeting of mine. That I had not seen the great actor 
(Kean) in Sir Giles Overreach when last writing to 
Adbury is however perfect in ray remembrance ; he did 
it very finely indeed. A dear voice and dignified man- 
ner are not necessary to the character, and personal 
beauty would take off too much from one's aversion. 
I was well entertained, and caught no cold at all. 

My New Year's Day party went off to everybody's 
satisfaction. Next morning brought verses with '* Attic 

• They are not much unlike what were propoaed by sundry 
opponeDts of the Volunteer Movement at ita commencement. 
Borne yeara ago, during' a popular rising in Yorkshire, a well- 
known banker wrote to the Home Office, that if the malcontents 
Aid not receive a cheque (meaning check) he would not anawer 
for the consequences. The obvious answer waa, that he waa the 
beat man to apply the proposed remedy. 



n,gN..(JNGOOglC 



wit " and " graceful Piozzi " in them, and praises of the 
music, which I praised myself for enduring. With 
good manoeuvring, however, I kept them from singing 
Italian, and everybody was the better pleased ; but I 
had rather talk of your trees. .... 

So here's a wise letter, and that always resembles a 
dull one ; but let dullness have its due : and remember 
that if life and conversation are happily compared to a 
bowl of punch, there must be more water in it than 
spirit, acid, or sugar. Besides that, I am convinced 'tis 
variety alone can delight us either in a book or a com- 
panion,* " Rather than always wit, let none be there," 
says Cowley, who had himself enough for two people, 
and I know not why, but my heart feels heavy somehow. 

Dear I dear t what a fragile thing life is I A young 
man was riding full gsillop down this street f yesterday ; 
and fell down dash at the very spot where Miss Shuttle- 
worth was killed. He is not dead this morning, poor 
fellow I but in a sad way, I fear. This street always 
was like Virgil's Tartarus, and now 'tis like the high 
road to it. Coal carta scrattling up the hill often used 
to make me think — 

" Hinc exaudiri gemitus, et B»va sooare 
Verbera : twn stridor ferri, tractffique catente." 

I asked my servant how your letter was brought me, 
for it came in the midst of my little bustle on the 1st of 

• " On ne plwt pftg longtomps si Ton n'a qu'iine aorte d'esprit." 
—Bochefoucaald. 
t Gay Street, Bath. 
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January. "Indeed, Ma'am," replied the man, "I can't 
tell, but it seemed to arrive promiscuously." 

To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, SimdAj, 4th Jamiaiy, 1817. 

Ah ! he was a wise man who said Hope is a good 
breakfast but a bad dinner. It shall be my supper, 
however, when all's said and done, and the epilogue 
spoken upon poor H. L. P. 

This snow will do infinite service, but I want some- 
thing to string my spirits up to concert pitch. The 
parties are going forward through frost and snow, but 
I come home from them, when I do go, & little duller 
than at setting out. One reason is they will sing to 
me, the men will; and oh! how much rather would I 

hear a dog howl I Your friend was very kind, 

sate and chatted with me very good-naturedly, and did 
not sing. 

Mrs. Lutwyche has written from Borne; says her 
husband can walk now seven miles o' day. They 
spend their time in seeing sights under the direction 
of far-famed Cornelia Knight •, and rejoycing in the 
society of the first city in Europe — never mention- 
ing the famine and distressful state of the inhabitants, 
which Sir Thomas and Lady Liddel protest is beyond 
endurance, Capua alone having lost 12,000 human 
creatures from hunger and consequent disease within 
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the last two yeara, and this coiresponds with Dr. Wbal- 
ley's account of Northern Italy. 

What is one to believe ? Now dispose of my com- 
pliments, loves, and respects, and Addio ! 

To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, 16tt Jwiuaiy, 1817. 

Os the seventy-siith anniversary of my life, according 
to your good father's reckoning, tie first thing I do after 
returning G-od thanks, is to write to dear Sir James. 

Kemble is here, and has called on me ; I was shocked 
at the alteration in his face and person. Poor fellow I 
But the public were, or rather «ia«, very contented, and 
huzzaed his Coriolanus gallantly. I was glad for twenty 
reasons; Brutus and Sicinius being precisely the Hunt 
and Cobbett of 2000 years ago, it waa delighful to hear 
how they were hissed. 

These are days when nothing can be deemed impos- 
sible. I think the people in Thibet are right for my 
part, who kneel down when a female baby is bom, and 
pray that she may have a physician for her husband. 
He would at least keep her from such exploits, as 

Mrs.M , who flighted me so by going out to dinner 

into the country the 11th day after delivery; the very 
hearing of it half killed me, who was then in Wales. 

Miss W walks about this horrid weather with a 

weight of clothes which would kill any one whose an- 
cestors had not worn armour, and then strips for the 
evening party, covered (if covered) only by trinkets just 
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fit for the eldest Miss . Such is the world, and sucb 

are its inhabitaats. Do not suffer yourself to be too 
sorry that I am so near out of it. If my setting sun 
leaves one long red streak behind, to lengthen the twi- 
light and keep back dark oblivion, shall I not be happy 
and thankful ? whilst I am recollected as your trae and 
trusty old friend, 

H.L.P. 

■ Verses on the 16th of January, 1817 *, the seventy- 
sixth anniversary of her life. 

Whilst all on Piozzi's natal day 
Their tributary offerings pay, 

Of due congratulation ; 
Let not my faithful muse forget 
To pay her just, her willing debt. 

Upon the glad occasion. 

Nor, lady ! deem she here presents 
Those cold unmeaning compliments 

Made only for the ear ; 
Hers is true tribute of the heart. 
Expressed, indeed, with little art. 

But honeflt and sincere. 



' B7 Cftptun M, Hontagii, E,N. " On that day," he trrites, 
" I had the pleasure of diaing with her. I rememher she told me 
Rt dessert tliat Boretti, occupjing the same position, and in the 
act of peeling a pesch with a pocket knife, pointed her attention 
to it and said, ' This ia the knife with which I killed that fellow.' " 
(See Vol. I. p. 96.) 
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■ Then deign t' accept the votive lay, 
Incited by this festal day 

We hail with such delight. 
To Mendship sacred, and to song, 
Let joy the happy hours prolong. 

And stay their rapid flight. 

Nor shall my interested prayer 
Invoke for you one added year 

Than every way may please ; 
I wish their number limited 
To those which come accompanied 

With happiness and ease. 

Yet frequent may the Day return, 
And distant that which we shall mourn 

Returns no more for you ; 
With silent paiu the mental eye 
Pierces thro' deep futurity. 

And turns her from the view. 

At length, by years alone opprest. 
When summoa'd hence to join the blest 

In their celestial sphere ; 
Eesign'd you'll quit us at the last, 
Viewing witiiout regret the past. 

The future without fear. 

But friendship whispers to the heart. 

That tbo' condemn'd on earth to part 

From those it lov'd before : 
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HI LITIBSB. 

Its ties unbroken sUIl remain. 
And former firienda shall mert again. 
To separate no more. 

To Sir Jamea Fellowes, 

Bath, 23rd January, 1817. 

Does ever read novels P The second and third 

volumes of a strange book, entitled " Tales of my Land- 
lord " are very fine in their way. People say 'tis like 
reading Shakespear \ I say 'tis as like Sbakespear as 
a glass of peppermint water is to a bottle of the finest 
French brandy ; but the third — I think it is the third 
— volume is very impressive for the moment, without 
spectres or any trick played, except the sensations of 
Morton when going to be executed, and the gay con- 
versation of Claverhouse immediately following, which 
is a happy contrast indeed. 

To Si/r James Fdlowee. 
Bath, Saturdtij night, Sth Fehniaiy, 1817. 
I HAVE disengaged myself from the party this evening 
was to have been lost in, for the pleasure of thanking 
dear Sir James for the very friendly letter brought me 
to-day by his happy father, who was going down the town 
to sign his name among the honest men who promise to 
rally round our excellent Coostitution. All this looks 
well, as you say; but I so hate to recollect the times" 

* 1680. See Macaulay'a Ifiatoiy, vt^ i. p. 266. 
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when England was divided between factions much re- 
sembling ours, and calling one set petitioners, and the 
other set ahhorrera — of the petitions, I suppose. 

France is no happier, no richer than Crreat Britain ; 
all Europe is enveloped in these frightful fogs. 

Your friend and I had a very nice conversation about 
political economy. The people certainly feel offended at 
seeing one man receive 12,000/., another 20,000/. o' year 
in return for no apparent service done ; but I am not 
sure they are injured at all,uule8s the possessor carries his 
wealth and spends it in a foreign country. Were we to 
roast all the race-horses, and give the com which feeds 
them to the poor, makii^ " Hambletonian " into soup, 
&C., what would become of the grooms and the jocklea 
and their helpers and hangers-on ? They would know 
how to till the ground no better than their masters ; and 
we should have so many more thieves, professed, that are 
now merely amateurs and dillettantL Servants out of 
place aie among the worst members of society ; and a 
gentleman once told me that none of the' wretches sent 
to Botany Bay were so truly untractable as that class. 
" They can do nothing," said he, *' but wait at table 
where there is no one to ait down at it, or stand behind, 
a carriage and cry Go on with an air, when no lady 
listens and no carriage can be found,— 

" ' Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 
Where none leam Ombre, none e'er tiist« Bohea.' " 

Mr. Robertson has received his money by now. If 
everybody was really and bona fide to use their fortunea. 
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with economy, what would become of his 120 pipes of 
wine and of bis correspondence abroad ? But be hopes 
to sell some to the sinecurists, I doubt not, while their 
valets and livery servants drink an inferior sort Ah 
me I Government is a long and sometimes a tangled 
chain, but tearing but one rusty link will rather weaken 
than brighten it. 

Veniamo ad altro, as Baretti used to say. Boewell 
and he were both of them treacherous inmates, but 
their books are very pretty, very interesting, and very- 
well written. 

The best writers are not tbe best friends, and the 
last character is more to be valued tlian the first by 
contemporaries; after fifty years, indeed, the others 
carry away all the applause. 

Apropos, Madame D'Arblay is said to be writing a 
new work ; and the "■Pastor's Fireside," by Miss Porter, 
cornea in for a large share of praise, after the " Tales of 
my Landlord." But my paper comes to an end, my 
candles bum ^own to the socket, my fire is gone almost 
out, And I have not yet said, though I hope you have felt, 
that everything will diminish before either absence or 
silence can lessen the regard of your obliged and sincere 
H. L. Piozzi. 

To Sir James FeUowea. 

Bath, 6th March, 1817. 
Well, my dear Sir, Salusbury came to his time, but 
ifl obliged to run away so, we have hardly had a moment 
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for necesfiary chat. I rely on you to tell him what 
clothes he muat wear, what fees he must pay, and to 
whom. As a pnident mortal, he would willingly have 
escaped such costly titles : but I really do not think it 
right to refuse honours from a sovereign when offered 
them ; I am not yet so much a modern democrate. 
" Stick to the crown, though it hang upon a thornbuah," 
waa old Sir William Wyndham's precept, and we have 
heard none better. 

To Sir Jamea Fdlowea. 

Bath, Sunday, March 9th, 1817. 
YouB melancholy letter, my dear Sir, reminded me 
of an autograph I once saw of Alexander Pope, saying 
to Martiia Blount ; " My poor father died ia my arms 
tliis morning. If at such a moment I did not forget 
you ; assure yourself I never can. — A. P." I felt some- 
thing like the same consolation as she must have done. 

To Sir Jamet Fellowes, 

Bath, Sunday, 20tii Uateit, 1817. 
At present we are close on Passion Week, a period 
forgotten in town, I believe, where a gay man once asked 
me whether Christmas Day was always on a Fryday? 
"because," said he, "they call it Good Friday, don't 
they ? and they neither dance nor play at cards." Such 
a question could not be asked in Spain or Italy. This 
moment Misa calls for my letter and ezpressea 
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uneasinefiB sbout the dear D— — r. I hope her affection 
magnifies the diatress ; but at our age we must break ; 
and if the last tickets do linger in the wheel, why people 
will give more than their value for them, though otten 
blanks at last. 

These reflections are forced on me by a visit from poor 
dear Mr. Chappelow, a friend of thir^ years' standing, 
who comes here to take a last leave of poor 

H. L. P.! 

To Sir James Fdlowes. 

Begun Siuiday, Maicli 29th, 1817. 

I WAS going to write you a letter this morning, but 

Miss called, and I sent it away half written. My 

spirits have been much lowered by poor Mr. Chap- 
pelow's visit, but this is a season for mortification, and 
a stronger memento mon, saw I never. 

Pretty little Mrs, G., the doctor's wife, must go 
abroad, or die at home of weakness and atrophy. 
Parry's colossal form (tenacious of life) permits not his 
departure, but detains him here, helpless, hopeless, 
senseless, except to agonising pain; gout, stone, and 
palsey, upon one man. Dreadful I and suspended so 
(like Mahomet's tomb) between life and death. 

No matter, those whose lives are longest forget what 
past in their maturer years, remembering best the early 
days of youth. Mr. Chappelow, my superannuated 
visitant, recollects marrying Doctor Parry when he first 
took orders. Those whose date is shorter, laugh at the 
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parts that are past. The boy despises the baby ; the 
man contemns the boy ; a philosopher scorns the man, 
and a Christian pities them all. When we approach 
the confines of immortality, however, the best is to 
look forward ; for retrospection is but a blotted page to 
wiser and better folks than dear Sir James Fellowes's 
ever obliged and faithful 

H. L. P. 

To Sir Jamea FeUowes. 

BftUi, Monday, 14tli April, 1817. 

That we must either outlive thosewho are most valued 
by us, or go ourselves, and quit the stage to them, aeems 
hard to remember, though the first lesson that we 
learn : what we fear to lose rises in value. Distance has 
such an effect, that even the apprehension produces 
consequences. " When you were near me," says Pope, 
" I only thoi^ht of you as a good neighbour ; at a hun- 
dred miles from me, my fancy formed you beautiful ; 
and now I (they had crossed the seas remember) you 
are a goddess, and your little sister approaching to di- 
vinity." • 

This was said in sport, but there is truth in most 
jests. We look on those approaching the banks of a 
river all must cross, with ten times the interest they 
excited when dancing in the meadow. Yet let them 
cross it once, and get fairly out of sight, bow soon are 
they out of mind I 

" " 'Tis diatance lends enchantmeDi to iha view." 
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, My proximity to the river's brink, all overcast with 
fog, and now and then disturbed by fume and vapour, 
shews me very imperfectly the schemes and monstroua 
projects of our time, and shews me them in dispropor- 
tions too. They are not regularly formed gyants, like 
Polypheme, but one-eyed as he was ; and weak, although 
gigantick, from being so badly put together. 

A gentleman far from here, who has large concern 
in the iron-works of a neighbouring county, called 
fifteen of his principal people togethw the other day, 
and told th'em he was no longer able to give them 
piece-work — such is the phrase- because his rents were 
so ill-paid ; but he would present them with a pound 
note each every Monday morning, till they were to 
resume their old employment, as he wished might soon 
be the case for all their sakes. God bless your honour, 
was the immediate reply : with thanks and expressions 
of (as he believes) sincere attachment. They said, 
however, that the bargain could not be formally acceded 
to, till letters arrived from Manchester, but that they 
would wait on his honour the following Wednesday, and 
settle matters. Wednesday came, and so did the fifteen 
workmen, but with altered count«nances. Friends had 
taught them not to be bamboozled, was their word ; so 
their employer might keep his money, and they would 
throw themselves upon the parish. A measure instantly 
adopted, to the distress of the parish, and triumph of 
their Manchester acquaintance I 
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To Sir James Fdlowes. 

Bath, Fiyday night, 16th May, 1817. 

Well, well ! 'tia fine saying We will do this and we 
will do that when death is so near, saying, " No, yoa 
shall not," to us all. Poor Callan the upholsterer, my 
landlady in Westgate Street, went perfectly well to bed, 
called lip her daughter at 4 o'clock, Mrs. Booth, told 
her she should die in half an hour, and kept her word 
to a second. 

The corporation yesterday,all well and merry, marched 
down the South Parade in some silly procession, I know 
not what, endeavoured to cross the river in the ferry- 
boat, upset the machine, and sixteen of them were 
drowned, at noonday, in sight of the walkers up and 
down. Mr. Marshall, curate of the abbey, 'scaped by 
miracle, resolving to walk round and meet them, in spite 
of their entreaties to make one of the frolickers. 

A stranger thing never befell, because the river is so 
shrunk by our long series of dry weather, I am sure 
your brother Thomas could cross it on foot ; and you 
know there is a rope, too, which by some marvellous 
fatality none of them clung to. 

So there is no need of ice-islands t« drown, or of 
dreadful diseases to Idll ua, when it pleases God to call 
either the great Alexander, or your little friend, 

H.L.P. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



To Sir James Fellowes. 

"WedneBday, 28th May, 1817. 

Miss tella me, dear Sir, that she has room in 

her letter to squeeze in a note from me ; but what ie to 
be said in the note, who can tell ? We talk here of 
the inBurrection at Brazil, or of ihe girl that drowned 
herself yesterday moniing, or the ten times more won- 
derful tale of the Welah girl, who returned by her own 
good will to the house of a man who was proved seven 
years before to have beaten and starved her almost to 
deatb. Oh I that beats all the stories that I ever heard 
or told. 

H. L. Piozzi. 

To Sir Jamea Fellowes. 

3l8t May, 1817. 

Wb have been all engaged in care for a girl who 
drowned herself in our canal here, hut whose only cause 
of concern was her inability to squeeze some rich friend 
out of 500i. ; he sent her 50^., but that she scorned. 
What is come to the people ? Lunacy ? One would 
think BO, to hear these wonders. 

The Dean of Winchester's account of Bennet Lang- 
ton coming to town some few years after the death of 
Dr. Johnson, and finding no house where he was even 
asked to dinner, was exceedingly comicaL Mr, Wilber- 
force dismissed him with a cold *' Adieu, dear Sir, I 
hope we shall meet in heaven ! " How capricious ia 
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the public taste I I remember wben to have Ljuigton 
at a man's house stamped bim at once a literary char 
racter.* 

Johnson's fame, meanwhile, lives even in the lightest 
and slightest shreds of his wit and learning. We have 
a caricature print here now of Sir John Lade going 
through all the stages of profligate folly, and drowning 
himself at last, with Dr. Johnson's verses beginning 

"Long expected ooe-and-twenty, 
Lingering year, at length is flown," 

written under, exactly as I printed them; only I 
omitted the name, as a civility to the family which 
showed me nothing but spite after Mr. Thrale'a death. 



To Sir James FeUowes, 

Bath, Thmaddj, 26th June, 1817. 

I HAVE the headache myself, caught perhaps by read- 
ing Mrs. Carter's letters, which tell of nothing else, and 
yet all our pale blue ladies here, are saying how fine 
they are. Come, there is one good thing in them : she 
says to Mrs Montague : 

" Your scheme of omitting tbe house, and improving 
the plantations, is founded on a motive equally good 
and wise. Time would sink the proudest palace you 
could raise, into ruins ; but eternity will secure to you 

• The Earl of NorRich, who ranked as the ^t of Charles the 
First's court, was voted a bore at the court of Charles the Second. 
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the wealth which is applied in the encouragement of 
honest industry and relief of distress." 

I like the intention of the sentence here quoted, ex- 
cessively ; but 'tis awkwardly ezpiessed, because masons 
and bricklayers want money and encouragemetit as 
much as gardeners and planters, no doubt ; yet am I 
all of her mind, to prefer improvements on land, rather 
than sink sums which may be wanted, in building houses 
and stables, which never repay the owner and too often 
remain for ages — 

"R«mii(U]ta of thing! that haTe paaaed awaj, 

Pragmenta of stone — rear'd by cretttures of cliiy." 

Poor old Lleweney Hall 1 pulled down after standing 
1000 years in possession of the Salusburys, made over 
to Lord Kirkwall's father in the last century, and now 
demolished by fine Mr. Hughes, of the Parys Moun- 
tain, would cure any one of pride in houses, or in an- 
cestry. 

Land is the only thing which can pretend to duration, 
though yon see our funds keep up very finely, 'spite of 
ill-willers ; and what a piece of work has been made 
with these housebreakers, and street ruffians, to convert 
them into gentlemen, and try them for high treason ! * 
The Dean 6i Winchester says, one of the jury was 
penny collector to Lord C. 

You will see my fair daughters at the Drawing Boom, 

of course. They hurried home for it I fancy, for S. 

has written to me, expressing her r^ets at leaving 

' Th« trial of Watson and othets. 
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Paris, " where ladies have nothing to do with minage 
de fatnille, and can entertain themselves their own 
way." Yet I believe she haa, of all women, least to 
regret on that side her head. 

"Like & City wife ot a beauty, 
She has flutter'd life away ; 
She haa known no otter duty, 
But to dieae, eat, drink, and play." 

This for your privacy — ae Gloster says. 

Ah dear Sirl what a loss I should have had by your 
journey to the Continent. I shall now not care a straw 
about missing Adbary this year, for there Adbury 
stands, and there resides its master ; and like the Irish 
lover, who says, " Arrah my dear Sheelah (or Shalah) 1 
If I was once within forty miles of you, I would never 
desire to be nearer you in all my life, and still in the 
same little island," when he was transported to Botany 
Bay. 

To Sir James Fellowea. 

Bath, 1 July, 1817. 
The bustle we made about Caraboo * was very comical 
indeed. Those who thought her an impostor dared not 
say so. Such was the persuasion of the people to be- 
lieve her a decided Oriental, though she never had the 
skill to write her odd characters in the Eastern manner, 
but beginning from the left hand clearly proved herself 
a novice, though she had made up a good alphabet 

• A woman of had character, who passed herself off at Bath and 
Bristol as Cataboo, PiincesB of Jaraau. 
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enough, composed of Persic, Arabic, and Hebrew let- 
ters. I put mj opinion of her into bad verses, as you 
shall see, more spitefid to Murray, who refused my book 
than worth your reading for any other merit ; but if 
you have not Been the uew poem, you wUl not laugh as 
I wish you to do : 

Our bright maid of Bristol by all men admired. 
Till ev'n admiration itself grows half tired ; 
While praying, or swearing, or swimming, or fencing. 
All merits in one happy female condensing; 
The more I examine his wonderful book, 
The more Fm persuaded she's Moore's Lallah Bookh. 
In her black cotton shawl which no heart can resist. 
While the mom, like her character, melts into mist. 
Addressing old Titan with tender devotion,* 
Or shrinking averse &om the treacherous ocean ; 
The ship which produced her, the swain who forsook. 
All bring to mj memory Moore's Lallah Bookh. 
Should Murray once wind her, no pelf would he spare. 
Indulging her taste in each Turkish bazaar ; 
The Mukratoo rabble f oh how he would scare 'em 1 
And long live the lady, the light of his haram I 
The rich feast of roses he knows how to cook. 
Who gave three thousand pounds for Moore's fam'd 
" Lallah Eookh," 



-* Garaboo pretended to wiirship the sun. 

t If s man offered to touch her ehe cried out, Mucbratoo. 
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Mj dear Sir Jamea will perceive that his old friend 

has not forgotten her old follies, 

"Ev'n in OUT ftslies live their wonted flreB," 

ae Gray says, and we go on to the laet, jogging in the 
Bame dusty road. 

Apropos, I don't believe London will be empty enough 
for me till September. I will not go to encounter in- 
vitations and parties on the one hand, slights and cold 
looks on the other. Everybody shall be away when I 
present myself at Blake's Hotel, unless, perhaps, poor 
Lady Kirkwall; and if she can get her annuity paid, 
she will put herself in some cool place, I hope, after such 
heating work of both body and mind. 

After all, you apd your family are safe in Hampshire, 
and summer is before us. This hay weather is bad in- 
deed ; and I did think we waited too long for the rain ; 
we shall now have more than we want. S'iTiiende 
acqua, says the Italian gardener, who had been praying 
for rain, ma Tian tempesta. 

We hear that the lady, whose good-nature the little 
gipsey imposed upon, is so struck with her ingenuity, 
that she protests they shall never part again. By the 
same rule, Rundell and Bridge ought to make the 
swindler, who cheated them of 24,000i. the other day, 
head clerk of their house, if they can catch him. 

Would you laugh to see me in a white hat and rib- 
b^ids I The black • was wholly insupportable during 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



the violent heats, aad thunder always gives me a sullen 
headache. 

Con mille rispetti. Addio. 



To Sir James Fellowea. 

Blake's Hotel, 23rd Ang. 1817. 

LoNsoif is most emhellished since I saw it last, but 
the Regent's Park disappoints me : had it been as I 
fancied, a place appropriated to the Regent, with ran- 
gers, &c., the boundaries of London northward would 
have been ascertained, and a beautiful spot, like Hyde 
Park, have contributed to the health and ornament of 
the metropolis; but buildings there are, it seems, hourly 
increasing, and it will end in an irregular square at 
last, of which there are enough already. The bridges 
are very fine, and will make my old habitations South- 
waxk, a gay place in due time, I dare say. 

Can you tell what's good for the bite of a dead viper's 
tooth.* Oyl, I trust, and emollients ; yet 'tis a slow 
remedy. I feel ashamed to think how much the post- 
humous poyson has distiubed me. Write a word of 
consolation, and Adieu. 

To Sir James Fellowes, 

Blaie'B Hotel, 29th Aagaat, 1817. 

I HATE been living with poor dear Lady K and 

her mother; up to their very eyes in love and law, 

* Alluding to Beloe. 
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distreesed as nothing human ever wae distressed, and 
will I suppose (in Dr. Johnson's phrase) be at last de- 
livered as nothing human ever was delivered. Sid- 
dons and they are the only people I have seen, but 
the things are charming, and the places so improved 
that, without hyperbole, I actually passed through 
Southwark — the borough I canvassed three times, and 
inhabited thirteen years — without knowing where they 
had carried me any more than if I had been found in 
Ispahan. 

The gas-lights, and steam-boats, and new bridges are 
all incomparable, and will serve us for chat at the castle, 
when your Honour has counted your money, the grand 
paciiier of all quarrels, although the fountain whence 
sprii^ BO many disputes. But adieu! I must dress to 
dine what I call out of town, the top-house in Baker 
Street." 

To Sir Jamm Fellowes. 

Dath, Srd September, 1817. 

As sublime effusions are the fashion, what think you 
of my verses lamenting the fate of my own sisterhood ? 
when Bagshot, Hownslow, &c., were first taken into 
cultivation, and beginning : 

Goosey ! goosey I gander ! 
"Whither will yon wander 
When your commons all are goue, 
That you plum'd yourselves upon ? 

* At Mrs. Siddons'. 
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Sure I think they'll leave no placed 
Where to waah our feathery faces, 
All the world's become our foes 
From this hurry to enclose. 
Could a ray of hope spring from ones 
Interest in the House of Commons, 
I'd exhaust my last poor quill 
To avert th' impending ill. 
But the troop of Foxites there 
Make the mournful goose despair ; 
And for t' others there's no chance, 
While they Tat« their geese as swans. 

The Mount at Marlborough was too dewy in the 
morning, and it was quite dark when I got in over 
night, we had chatted so long, and so comfortably; it 
would have been a famouB thing to have run up a liiU 
which I ran up in the year 1 750, the maid calling after 
me, " Miss I don't yon jump over the hedges." Car- 
dinal du Perron, you know, did purchase an estate for 
double the money another man would have given, be- 
cause he leaped a famous leap on those grounds seventy 
years before : I did not, however, understand that he 
could have leaped it again.* 

Miss Williams is in trouble ; her beau very UI indeed, 
and keeps bed ; Mr. Cam attending him ; by her odd 
account it seems Hsemorrhoids, Haemorrhage, or some 

* The ArchbiBtop of Armagli, meeting the E^l of Cathftniptoii, 
boasted that his legs cBrried him aa well as ever, "Ay, my 
Lord, but not to the same places." 
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undescribable mischiel She is zealous, however, about 
your dairy, &c. My description of it set all her head 
to work. I have friends here going to Ireland: it 
would make your very ducks and drakes laugh to see 
her diligence (ill-employed) in persuading me to in- 
struct them which way they should go ; for cheapest, 
best. Sec How can she multiply her cares so I I But 
she would think us do less absurd, for making enquiries 
now, A.D, 1817, concerning the Egyptian Mary, who 
died in the desart beyond Jordan in the year 430 : 
having never seen a human face for forty-seven years, 
living on raw roots and herbage, with no change of 
clothing &om the dress she wore at the moment her 
conversion took place. She was then a notorious pro- 
fligate, yet wished to attend the festival of Ffite Dieu, 
but felt herself supematurally repelled by the pressure 
of an unseen hand, and a voice crying Unworthy Mary, 
She retired, so warned, from the cathedral, resolved to 
break off all connection with a world she had behaved 
80 ill in, and after making solemn vows of penitence, 
tried the church door again, which opened to her of 
its own accord. This apparent approval of Heaven 
sent Mary to perpetual solitude and sorrow : to alleviate 
which in her last moments, Zosimus the hermit was 
sent to administer the last consolation a Christian can 
receive. She took the eucharist though epeechless 
from exhaustion, and when the hermit came next day, 
he found only a lifeless corpse, with the pathetic words 
" Poor Mary " traced in the burning sand. Has not 
Murillo done the story justice ? Better, oh, better 
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SSO LETTEKS. 

far, thiua the poor quill of yours and Lady Fellowes's 



To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, September Sth, 1817. 
What an unreaaonable friend is dear Sir James Fel- 
lowes I as unreasonable as partial, I think ; and that 13 
enough. On the same day that we obtain attestations 
of all the Tales told in the " Golden Legend," and that 
will not be soon, he may expect another strange letter, 
just like the last, from his much obBged H. L. P. My 
story is abridged from a French abridgment of the old 
book. Authority enough, as it is not only to be found 
in " L'Advocat's Biography," but in Danet'a " Account 
of Christian Antiquities." I would, not, however, swear 
to the truth of any tale told in the dark ages. The 
world sees most visions (says Fuller) when she is most 
blind, and the ophthalmia of those days, inflamed by 
persecution on the one hand, and hope of immediate 
beatitude on the other, presented objects of strange 
distortion doubtless ; while the difficulty of commit- 
ting anything to paper, multiplied and magnified every 
deviation into a miracle. Such are the accounts reli- 
giously believed by Romanists of St. Francis retiring 
to the desart, making himself a wife of snow, &c. and 
while under these dreadful mortifications, receiving in 

• Mrs. Piozzi, on her return to Bath from Adbury, where she 
had paid us a viait, having admired my fine picture bj Murillo, 
»ent me the above account, taken &om the Popiah legend. — J. JF. 
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vision &om our crucified Saviour's own immediate 
touch — a separate mark or stigma, is it not ? upon 
each hand and foot. Your picture seems as if stretch- 
ing round to touch the side of the saint as I remember, 
and 'tis related how his wounds dropt blood, though 
later than Egyptian Mary's legend by nearly seven 
centuries. 

Alas ! the while : that such delusions were thought 
necessaiy to prop our faith, or propagate Christianity 
brought down from heaven by the God of Truth him- 
self. Romanism, however, cannot, even now, divest 
itself of love for pious frauds, and hatred to all sects 
except their own. See how they are working them- 
selves into power I reminding one of the old fable 
in our babies' books: where the poor axe lies helpless 
in the wood, lamenting his incapacity to serve his 
friends or get his own living, for want of a handle, and 
you (says he) cruel creatures I won't give me even a 
twig. After a long time spent in such intreaties, one 
of the young ash, a sapling, takes compassion, "and 
here, my lad," he cries, " thou shalt have this branch of 
mine, make thee a handle ; " he does so, says the fable, 
and cuts down the whole grove. What else did he 
want it for ? 

Ah I old Sir Fletcher Norton, that I wrote the epi- 
gram upon, was no sapling; no truly, he was made of 
sterner stuff. But the present state of things has 
spoiled my epigram, like that which was drowned (as 
Boswell said) when the grand piece of water was made 
at Blenheim, and 
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" The nth, the height of hiB ambitdon dhowa, 
The atieam, ftn emblem of his bounty flows," 

waa DO longer a joke.* 

And now here is just such a letter as the last ; and 
in yours a con6nnation of my own just surprize at your 
talk of partridge shooting, when such loads of corn 
were yet unhoused. Soon, however, 

" Shall the gtamnch pointer brsre the aultiy heat. 
And tread the stubble with unfeeling feet." 

And till then you must carefully preserve your album 
of fowlB immaculate. The gii^r wing will not I hope 
be hereditary: if it is, I shall get somebody to thrust 
Mr. Kenrick down the throat of his own alligator, as 
they do infants in China. 

Do you recollect the little Simon Paap, a dwarf 
whom you and I went to see, and he said he would 
have the honour to drink a bottle with Sir James 
Fellowes, comically enough ? and produced a tiny vial 
out of his pocket that he called his pocket pistol ? He 
is here now, and the people go to see him. Bessy Bell 
was glad to shake hands with her handsome husband, I 
doubt not : but as I flatter myself she has still some 
regard for her poor mistress, I shall beg you will not 
withdraw yours from her. 

' The epignm was aimed at the great Duke of Marlborough. 
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To Sir James Fellowea. 

BatL, September SStb, 1817, 

How kind the have been I never forgetting 

their little friend at No. 8, but sending me crouted 
cream, &c. They thought a little soothing would do 
me good, I suppose, after Mr. Beloe's venomous attack. 

No matter ; here is a copious and beautiful harvest, 
and many happy hearts in consequence, Salusbury's 
beyond all. I don't know when I can recollect the 
barley in Wales housed by the last week in Septem- 
ber, and we are painting, and repairing, and emu- 
lating London, all we can, nothing doubtful hut 
tiiat the second and third cities of Engluid will soon 
follow the first, being paved with iron and lighted with 
air. 

Mrs. Mostyn, for whom I was, as you know, anxious, 
is said to be well, and disponed for a journey to Italy. 
Those who return from thence say the English are in 
high favour, owing chiefly to Lord Exmouth, whose 
liberation of Catholic slaves at Algiers struck the Roman 
people fis an act worthy Christians, and scarce to be 
credited of British heretics. 

Mr. Wanzey tells me a thing scarcely to be credited 
of Romish bigots ; no less than that the Protestants 
have hired an apartment near the Colonna Trajana ; 
where our English liturgy is read every Sunday by 
some of the numerous clergymen belonging to our 
Church, who are loitering about that city unprohibited. 
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unnoticed, unoffended.* Such conuivaiice who would 

have hoped for in 1 785 ? Mr. W says that our 

countrymen spend 1000^ per diem in Italy; in Kome 
only, if I am not nustaken. 

To Sir James FeUowea. 

Bath, Sth October, 1817. 
Don't buy the hook, dear Sir.f That method only 
propagates the mlschiefc You know me too well not 
to believe me completely callous to literary abuse. But 
this man (who I never saw hut once in my life, eighteen 
years ago) tells the public that Mr. Piozzl pulled down 
my old family seat at Bachygraig, and that when he 
was dead I searched the Alps for a young mountaineer 
to inherit my estate of 4000^. per annum. Now, in th© 
first place, Mr. Piozzi paid off a mortg^e that was on 
the Welsh estate with 7000L of his own money, not 
mine. He then repaired and beautified old Bachygraig 
at a great expense, rebuilt and pewed the church, made 
II fine vault for my ancestors, and built Brynbella to 
live in, because the family mansion lay down low by 
the river side. 

• James Smith used to tell a sfory, on the ftathorily of Sir 
Qeorge Beaiunont, that the Enj^lisli applied t« the Pope to blesa 
a cemeteiy so that they miyht lie in consecrated ground, and 
that his Holiness replied, all ho could do for them was to cvrta 
any spot the; mig-ht select for the purpose, so that thej might lie 
in desecrated ground. 

t "The Sexagenarian," by Beloe. His statement, false in eveiy 
particwlar, moie than quadruples her Welsh rent-roll. 
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LEITEKS. 8SS 

He begged my name for his brother's son, and when 
the French invaded Italy, aent for him hither, an infant 
unable to walk or talk ; lived till the lad was fourteen 
years old, and died, never naming Mm in his will, but 
leaving all to me. Why, I must have been worse 
than Mr. Beloe himself, to do any otherwise than I 
have doue. Yes, ye's, when people will talk of what 
they know nothing about, see what nonsense follows. 

To Sir James Fdlowea. 

Bath, Wednesday, Bth November, 1817. 

Thb Queen has driven us all completely distracted ; 
such a bustle Bath never witnessed before. She di'inks 
at the pump-room, purposes going to say her prayers 
at the Abbey Church, and a box is making up for her 
at the theatre. 

Your S — -■ 1 W 's life appears to affect the D r 

more than I hoped it would. Women bear crosses 
better than men do, but they bear surprises worse- 
Give me time, and I'll go gravely up to the guillotine ; 
but set me down suddenly within view of a battle, I 
shall be a corpse before the first fire is over through 
fear, whilst my footman shall feel animation from the 
scene, and long to make one in the sport. 

" Flerea, si scires unuia tua tempora raecsem ; 
KideB cum non sit forsitan una dies,' ' * 

• My friend Mr. Botfleld, M. P. for Ludlow, read this couplet 
on a beam, dat»d 1626, of on old timbered post-house between 
Sheffield and Lichfield. 
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waa said to men who always count upon an escape ; 
women provide for certaintieB as weU as they know how. 
But here's my translation, which probably I have 
shewn you long ^o, yet I somehow think not either : 

If you thought you should live but a month, how you'd cry. 
Yet you laugh though you know you to-monow may die. 



To Sir Jamea FeUowea. 

Bath, Fiyday, 28tlk November, 1817. 

Mr. brou^t me so kind a message b^ging a 

letter, that I can't help complyiog. 

Everybody's spirits are mending on our Queen's re- 
turn. The people are running up and down i^ain, and 
those who have any names ■ — many, too, of those who 
have none — leave them at her Majesty's door. To a 
mere spectator the appearance of things is dismal. 
The burst of grief* is, however, pretty well gone by; 
but if it was a proof of our virtue, as Mr. Grinfield 
said it was, why so let it be accounted. 

His assertion, indeed, that no profligate country ever 
regrets a prince or princess for their moral qualities, is 
more pleasing than strictly true. When waa ancient 
Borne more sunk in vice than when all its inhabitants 
poured forth to meet and lament over the ashes of 
BritannicuB 1 Their theatres about that time, too, did 
certainly exhibit haUets d'aotion equal to our own ; 
and by the accounts I hear of Covent Garden and its 

* Occasioued by the death of the FrincesB Charlotte. 
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gay salon, we axe even trying to go beyond them if 
possible. 

The description brought me by a friend was so elo- 
quent it reminded me of Milton's devils building and 
lighting up with gas their pandec 



" Nigh on the plain in many calls prepar'd 
That underneath had veins of liquid fire 
Sluic'd from the lake; mechanic multitudes 
With wondrous art founded the maasy ore. 
Severing each kind, and scummed the bullion droes. 
Others aa soon had formed within the ground 
A various mould, and iiom the boiling cells 
Bj strange conveyance fill'd each hollow nook. 
Tiil Budden from the soil a fabric huge 
Bose like an exhalation. 

From the arched roof 
Pendent by subtle magic many a row 
Of atany lamps and blazing cressets, fed 
With naphtha and aaphaltus, yielded light 
As from a sky," * 

■When I repeated the lines, he swore that Milton had 
invented the gas-lights, and given the first draught of 
our grand theatres in London. 



To Sir James Feliowes. 

Bath, Monday, 16th December, 1817 

Db. G'RA.T, whose name and character you know, 

laments the loss of his mother, because, says he, she 

died so unexpectedly, — at ninety-one years old I He 

had left her in high health and spirits but three weeks 

* Paradise Loet^ book L The quotation b singularly happy, 
and is one among many inetancea of her knowledge and readiness. 
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before. Such is the world, itfl inhabitanta, and their 
ideas. He has sent me his Connexion, and two sermons 
on the princess's death, protesting that he will or will 
not publish them as I approve or condemn. The 
subject is not treated in a commonplace manner, jou 
may be sure, when touched by his hand. Poor prin- 
cess ! she has really stood like au Academy figure to 
be viewed in various lights. The shadows in his sketch 
are eminently deep and broad, an impressive Rem- 
brandt. 

Veniamo ad aUro. That one friend should send me 
sermons to criticise, while the theatrical folks try to 
court me out of an epilogue, does look as if they 
thoi^ht I was not quite superannuated. 

Of the clusters in the Pump-Room, who swarm 
round our Queen as if she were actually the queen 
bee, courtiers must give you an account: of the eccle- 
siastical history you will soon hear a great deal, but I'm 
not sure whether it will interest you. Everybody 
writing at the same time on the same subject does no 
harm. The same ideas may be delivered out with 
attractions that may lure minds of a different make ; 
and you will kindly rejoyce that I came out alive from 
the Octagon Chapel, where Ryder, Bishop of Glo'ster, 
preached in behalf of the missionaries to a crowd such 
as my long life never witnessed ; we were packed like 
seeds in a sun-flower. 

At the Guildhall two days after, when pious contri- 
butors were expected to come and applaud. Archdeacon 
Thomas suddenly appeared, and protested against the 
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meeting as schismatical. So he wa^ hisaed home by 
the serious Christiaas, EvaDgelicals as they sometimes 
call themselveB, — half the population of Bath at any 
rate,— and his friends felt uneasy ; till yesterday the 
Duke of Clarence, some say the Queen, some say both, 
consoled him by their particular notice. All which you 

will learn better from Colonel C , who, for ought I 

know, presides at the presentations. 

To Sir James Fellowea. 

Bath, 23rd Januaiy, 1818. 

When and in what year will the women find out that 
company makes one gay only as it brings out that 
gayety which was in the heart before ? A great coat 
makes a man warm, I suppose, not by virtue of any 
warmth in the coat, but as it keeps the natural heat of 
the body from flying away. Yet parties are all the 
ra^e, and I shall have one next week, and put my 
wisdom to sleep the whila 

Doctor Gibbes has been very good to me, very kind 
and attentive. Illness commonly catches me by the 
throat, you know, and makes a mute of me for a while, 
punishing the peccant part. In a few years those 
things will be made easy : Miss McEvoy sees with her 
finger tips", and Miss Somebodyt embroiders with her 

• She pretended to see with her ejes shut or blindfolded, but 
managed to cutcli occaHional glimpaes of things sufficient to cany 
on the imposition far a period. Hhe and her mother, after two or 
throe expomirea, confessed the trickery. 

t Miss Biffin. 
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shoulder and elbow; no need of hands and arms for 
the old purposes, says the improvers of the world. 
Have you read "Frankenstein or the Modern Prome- 
theus?" I have never seen such an audaciouB, and I 
might add, such an ingenious, piece of impiety. But 
Faher sayg, you know, that the world is to end in 1866 ; 
so the old gentleman below stairs must work double 
tides for these next fifty years, and he has a good 
assistant in Mr. Hone, who is surely well paid for his 
work. 

Meanwhile the virtuous few, m it is the fashion to 
call them, are instructing the poor, and keeping schools 
for young people in the country. Lady Williams writes 
me word that one of her sisters, a managing woman, 
who is in the habit of looking into her own affairs, took 
one of these instructed maidens for her cook three 
weeks ago. The dinners did well enough, and she went 
into her kitchen to say so one morning; when the 
whole family seemed collected round and expressing 
such attention iu their gaping countenances, the door 
opened unawares to them all ; and " enter the King and 
Laertes," cried the cook, in an attitude of recitation, 
her back towards the lady, whose only difficulty was to 
say, who was most astonished. 

To Sir James Fellmvea. 

Bath, Mondny, 2nd Ifarch, 1818. 
The best joke going here is about the man who killed 
hia wife the other day ; they printed his name Haitch, 
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if you reiaember, but after he bad cut bis own tbroat, 
they wrote bim down Mr. Aitch : no wonder, for when 
the windpipe was divided, you know, bow could be 
retain his Aspirate ? 

St. David's Day has been a rough one, and your 
brother Dorset forces me on the reflection that it was a 
Saturday's moon. But what reflections or what con- 
jectures can they form who shall lose time and apace — 
at lea!!t the old-&shioned methods of reckoning them — 
by being under the pole, seeing the sun always at the 
same altitude, findit^ neither east nor west, neither 
latitude nor longitude, contemplating their own figures 
represented as in a mirror on the opposing cloud, and 
viewing their old acquaintance the rainbow no longer 
an arch but a circle ? 

Will they come home pretending not to have shud- 
dered at such appearances? and will they feel more 
terror of being titter'd at for speaking of such things as 
extraordinary ? — Oh yes, I dare say they will, — than 
wonder at the strange phenomena I There was a time 
in my life when I would have been happy to have gone 
and come back safe as a cahbin-boy rather than not 
make one in such an expedition ; and am now actually 
eager to hear of their setting out, that I may have 
some chance of hailing their happy return. Meanwhile 
my health is not to be complained of; but whenever I 
catch cold, my eyes suffer Bomewhat unusually. 

This stuff is written with one candle and a green 
shade over it, wliich makes me incline to be sullen, and 
say what vile pens these are, when, perhaps, 'tis one of 
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the well deserved wammga knocking at the door of dear 
Sir J. F.'s Mthful and grateful servant, 

H.L.P. 

To Sir James Fellowea. 

Bath, irdi March, 1S18. 

Odb Begent having sent for specimens of curious 
marbles to the north coast of Africa, Mr. Smith has 
discovered — not the marbles (one never finds what one 
is looking for), but a better thing, — the possibility of 
getting at the long sought for city, on the Zaire or 
Congo River, which they have tried bo vainly to bring 
to light. I who heard of this discovery in the morning, 
said hastily to Captain Digby, who sat« next me, *' So 
Tombuctoo is found at last I " " Ah, ah ! " says a man 
on the other side me, — ^ what was that fellow hiding 
for? Forgery, I suppose; and what names those 
scoundrels give one another with their slang — Tom 
Buckle to!" 

Well I and there is a ship disinterred (to use a 
fashionable phrase and not a bad one) ; for the ship 
has been buried in the earth many centuries no doubt, 
forty miles from the nearest sea, somewhere in Caff- 
raria. Toujoura VA/rique (say Frenchmen), nmia 
aurons dono de la frica8a4e {VAfrique aaaez) ; but 
those who are not in jest are of opinion that the Cape 
of Good Hope was once detached from the continent, 
an island like Terra del Fuego at Cape Horn. 

" Thus do men run to and fro, and knowledge is 
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much increased," ap, says the Prophet Daniel, it will be, 
when this world is near its conclusion. I know not 
how far distant that event may he, but every thing is 
doing, and everj'tliing is happening, that we are told 
will happen, and that we are sure will be done, in the 
concluding centuries of terrestrial existence. Yet 
people are in such haste to accelerate their own per- 
dition, that a clergyman has hanged himself at the 
Castle and Ball this morning, — I don't know his name ; 
and if I did, your brother D. knows that " The Wonder, 
or A Woman keeps a Secret," has been performed with 
success at No. 8, Gay Street, within this last fortnight. 
So adieu, dear Sir, and write oftener, if the letter only 
contains the words — Steady and all well. 

The foreigners say we English ruin the uniformity of 
our handwriting by taking a new pen every tenth line. 
I say, the not doing it every time you turn the paper, 
makes cue's letter look like a masqued figure of day 
and night. This is written in the dark. 

To Sir James FeUowes. 

Bath, 21flt March., 1818. 
Tho' my muse is grown old, 
And her life blood all cold. 

Still trembling from any surprise a ; 
Warm congratulation, 
With true admiration. 

Must welcome onr pretty Eliza. 
Excuse this nonsense : my head is full of the lauda- 

n,gN..(jNGoogle 



oum I took laat Qigbt, more perhaps from fear than 
from feel of the same nephritic afifection that made me 
miserable this time last year. The poppy, however, 
which nature sows amongst the com to show us that 
sleep is as necesaary as bread, did its duty, and here am 

I, better than whea B saw me lying on the couch 

yesterday evening pretty late, when he brought me the 
happy news. 

To Sir Jamea Fellowes, 

Bath, April, 1818. 

Whilst I was trying to reconcile myself to the uneasy 
state of being wholly forgotten by dear Sir J. F., I 
met his excellent father in CoUing's Library, looking 
wonderfully well; but Baying you had toothache and 
faceache, and I don't know what beside. So I resolved 
to write you a long letter as the only opiate which can- 
not injure the nerves. 

And now shall it be books or people that we talk 
about? Of books, let us both begin and end with 
Giabome's new publication upon Natural Theology, a 
tiny work, but replete with good sense, sound learning, 
and pious reflections. I shall buy and perhaps inter- 
leave it, apropos to poor me and my quondam posses- 
sions. You see Doctor Bumey, who purchased his 
father's portrait and dear Giarrick's at my sale, now 
drops down dead, and the library, pictures, &c. are 
purchased (if my information is correct) by the British 
Museum I 
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I am very sorry to see the death of Su: Gichard Mus- 
grave in the papers. He was much my admirer forty 
years ago, and what was more to his credit by half, he 
wrote the history of the Irish Bebellion and all its 
horrors, a work one word of which has never yet been 
contradicted.* It will now obtain ita due celebrity I 
hope, and, indeed, it ought to grace the library of your 
lovely country seat. Shall you go thither soon ? The 
swallows and cuckoos will meet you in May, and I 
really expect a hot baking summer after all this soaking 
rain. Warm weather would give us a famous harvest, 
and your children will be delighted with the butterflies 
before they leave our land, 

Salusbury says I must come to Bryubella and see his 
young plantations — animal and vegetable — next July; 
and if health goes no worse thtm it has been, I shall 
juat hope to be no nuiBance, — a difficult matter, the dif- 
ference in his lady's age from mine considered. The 
babies will be interesting at any rate. We have a nest 
of babies here, — females all, I think, — to whom our 
old friend Matilda Hook was a complete nothing : the 
eldest, a small creature, taking ofl^ Mr. Kean in Shy- 
lock and King Richard, convulses every audience with 
delight. I am going this evening, Saturday, 25th, and 
shall give you an account when I come home, and then 
you will have a long letter instead of a good one. 

Well, dear Sir I here am I come home, after being 
more astonished than delighted. Clara (Fisher), who 

* It would be dilScult to name a work the atatements of which 
have been more frequently impugned. 
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played Bichard III., did it extremely well. She is just 
such a little thing bb Simon Paap, the dwarf, that you 
and I went to see, ajid I daresay is a dwarf; but 'tis an 
amusing exhibition upon the whole. If you have seen 
the children in London, however, where the size of the 
house and the actors are so contrasted, the effect mast 
be twice as powerful, and nothing remains to be said 
on the subject by your tedious correspondent and 
affectionate, &e. 

H. L. P. 

To Sir Jamea Felloives. 

6tli 1X07, 1818. 

I SHATj, be glad when the modish world permits you 
to exchange the sight of emerald trinkets for that of 
green fields, and lapis lazuli tables for a clear blue 
sky. 

I grieve for Bullock, however, who first found out the 
quarry of Verd antique marble in our county of An- 
glesea. Apropos, that little island has no little to 
boast : three times has she ruled over the three king- 
doms of nature. Once when Druidic superstition eweUed 
every sea breeze with her howlings, and Mona'a thickly- 
planted woods covered her cromlechs from the sight of 
Agidcola. Once again, when destruction had laid her 
plains bare of timber ; herds of black cattle feeding on 
the mountains, supplied the London markets for more 
than five centuries ; and are mentioned in some of the 
coronation feasts. The present day, by this dear Bul- 
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lock's ingenuity, discovered treasures of marble in her 
rocky bosom, and exhibits specimens of Egyptian green 
not to be surpassed by anj'tiiing which antiquity has 
bequeathed us,* 

I was ranting on in the same strain before Miss 
Williams, when she exclaimed: "Ah! roast him; is that 
odious Bullock dead at last, that cheated my brother, 
Sir John, giving him 5001. for a bit of land, that to be 
sore we thought not worth 501. but which that fellow 
iinew contained these blocks of green stone, dyed by 
the copper, — nothing else in the world." Well ! if it 
was so, Anglesea is still the queen of mineral nature, in 
right of her mines. Venus, too, is she not ? Sprung 
from the sea, Mid showing her brazen face in every part 
of the world. 

Sir Joseph Banks will consider Bullock as a loss to 
all students in natural history. I am glad you attend 
his Sunday nights ; they used to be delightful ; and I 
hope he does not grow too much enfeebled by ^e, but 
makes them still worth your care. 

You used to say how I preached the end of the world, 
but here was a learned Dr. Hales stood up in our pulpit 
at Lama, last Sunday, and said sixty-two years more 
would complete its duration. This was, in the modern 
phrase, committing himself, and the laughers all stuffed 
their handkerchief- into their mouths, and the man 
went on explaining his calculation and minding them 
ne'er a whit. 

* It has been Bn^eetad that die Romans got some of their 
niorhle from this countiy. 
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The actora are more easily abashed; Mr. Young 
looked full of distress when he saw Lady Strahan tit- 
tering in the stage box at his well played Zanga, and 
the beautiful girls, her daughters, counterfeiting sleep. 
But derision is a thing no powers, except those of piety, 
can endure. At her approach, wit darkens, and, as 
Milton says of Eve, in her presence, Wisdom's self 
loses discountenanced, and like FoUy shews.* 

Those large £e1ds of ice starve the people's hearts, 
and they think insensibility a merit, I suppose. Dis- 
tinction it is not, for they aJI do it. 

I did not English, or rather Anglicise, any of the 
mottoes, but hare been long of your mind, that G. H. 
Glasse's is the best. He was an extiaordinary man, " le 
galant le plus pedant, et le pedant le plus galant, qu'on 
puisse voir." Science, which acted as a sceptre in the 
hand of Johnson, and was used as a club by Dr. Parr, 
became a lady's fan when played with by George Henry 
Glasse. I wish you had known them all three that you 
might applaud the fancy. You often do approve the 
odd fancies of your truly attached 

H. L. P. 

To Sir James Fetlowea. 

Bsth, 20th May, 1818. 
We were making impromptu charades and nonsen- 
sical trifles the other day, when one of the company 
said suddenly : 

• "WisdoiB, in discourse wifli ter, 

Loses discountenanc'd and like folly sliews." 
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" Why is Mrs. Piozzi like a kaleidoscope ? " 

EBPLI. 

The brilliant colours that appear 
Shine, like her wit, disliiict and clear ; 
While Fancy's fleeting ma^c power 
CombiDes to charm each varying hour : 
Giving to trifles light ae wind 
The lustre of her fertile mind. 
Imparting pleasure and surprise, 
Delighting still our hearts and eyes. 

Good-natured at least, was not it? But we have not 
the fine thing here, constructed by Brewster *, uniting 
camera obscura with the other catoptric devices. Oh ! 
how I should like to see that, and the exhibition, in 
your company. 

The Queen's approaching death gives no concern but 
to the tradesmen, who want to sell their pinks and 
yellows I suppose; though something should be settled 
concerning the guardianship of her poor old husband's 
person. Our Dem^ogues are to make a grand push 
for triennial parliaments, they say. People are in such 
haste to be happy ; they play short whist, short com- 
merce, &c but after all these complaints of bad har- 
vestB, I did not expect them to cry for short commons ; 
BO that's one of my silly jokes. Is it a joke that Buo- 
naparte is dying dropsical ? Ay, ay : sweetly sung the 
old French poet who said of such folks : 

* Sir David BrewBter, Principal of the UniTersity of Edin- 
burgh, &C. 
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" Tant que la Fortune vous seconde, 
Voua Stes lea maitrea dn moude, 

Votre gloire nous eblouit : 
Mais au grand rerers funeste 
Le loasque tombe, rhomme reate, 

Et le h&TOB e'evanouit" 

Bright with fortune's darling favours 
Seconding each bold endeavour, 

Warriore tame our souIb to fears ; 
But reverses spoil their feigning, 
Down drops mask; the man remaining. 

While the hero disappears. 

Well I 'tis no great matter whether they are turned 
ofT the kaleidoscope or no, if we listen to Dr. Hales, 
the great theologian, under whose quarto volumes on 
Chronology poor Upham's shelves are bending. He 
stood up in Mr. Grinfield's pulpit last Sunday fortnight 
(aa, perhaps, I told you), and said confidently that the 
world would end that day sixty-two years. It was the 
aonivereary of our Lord's Ascension ; and perhaps it 
may be so. You will find innumerable reflections on 
that event, in King's " Morsels of Criticism," which I 
have loaded, if not deformed, by numberless notes — 
manuscript, but legible enough, for I looked them ov^r 
since Hales's sermon, as I thought they would amuse 
you. Tis almost a pity you should suflfer them to be 
sold after my death. 

Sir Joseph Banks's evenings must this year be more 
interesting than ever, though I do fear the North Pole 
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expedition will be a long time in fimshing, and the 
people Iiere are so desirous always to put extinguishei's 
on their ovin eutertaiament. The ice field attached to 
our Ultima Thule, Fulda or Fulah, is now said to be a 
mere newspaper story. 

To Sir James FeUowes, 

Bath, June 1st, 1818. 
Mt shamefacedness, and my desire of talking about 
twenty othei- things, kept me from showing you the 
verses I sent — — in answer to her exaggerated compli- 
ments, and kept me too from reading you some which 
she made impromptu on my complaining of the loss of 
youth uid its accompaniments, beauty, admiration, &c 

" Oh talk not to me of the days that are flown ; 
Tho' Youth's cheerful blosaoma decline, 
Even Autumh and Winter their treasures can boast, 
While Virtue's pure sunshine is thine. 

" In each season of life there are blessings in store ; 
Then still, my dear friend, be it ours. 
To rejoice in the fruit our life's harvest may give, 
Nor repine at the loss of its flowers." 

To this I replied ; — . 

Where Winter chills the leafless grove. 
Silent to mirth and dead to love, 
Should robin from some slippery spray 
Tune up his long-remembered lay, 

VOL. IL D D 
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Each paaaeager vould cheer the bird. 
In Summer's concert scarcely heard. 

When Jura's icy mountains rise. 

Let one green spot salute our eyes. 

Amid the lofty glaciers lost 

As if forgotten by the &08t ; 

Each Briton smiles, extends the hand. 

And cries, Oh charming Switzerland ! 

My talents thus your eyes allure, 
And please, reduced to miniature ; 
Tis thus you sooth my fond regret. 
For times I never can forget ; 
And thus your praises, partial friend. 
Excite the spirits they commend. 

Miss O'Neill will be visible here with the naked eye, 
as men say of a new star or comet, on the 13th June 
next, Saturday se'nnight. I shall make her panegyric 
an excuse for another letter. The first d6but on these 
boardB is Belvidera, which I have seen Siddons play to 
Dimond's, Brereton's, and to Kemble'a Jaffier, well re- 
collecting how she spake and acted eveiy pass^^, par- 
ticularly her soft but striking ''Farewell! remember 
Twelve ! " which waa sure to electrify the house ; but I 
must say " Farewell I remember five ! " which when 
the clock has struck, the postman will wait for no more 
from yours ever faithfully, 

H. L. P. 
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To Miss Willougkby. 

Ifonday, 16th June, 1818. 
Mt dear Miss Willoughby wis very kind ia writing 
so soon, but do not call me unkind in writing so late ; I 
waited to see Miea O'Neill. She ia a charming creature 
without doubt, and charms, as it should seem without 
intending it, calling in bo aid ftom dreae, or air, or 
studied elegance, such as in old days one expected to 
find in a public professor or dramatic recitation ; but 
like Dryden's Cleopatra, 

" She casta a look eo languifhingl; tmeei, 
Ab if, Mcuie of all beholden' hearta. 
Neglecting, die can taJie them." 

Comparing such an actress with Mrs. Siddons, is like 
holding up a pearl of nice purity, and asking you if it 
is not superior to a brilliant of the first weight and 
water. You are fortunate in finding a cool place during 
these unlooked-for heats of s summer season long for- 
gotten in our country. My house is, as you know, on 
the hill's side; but down in Green Park Buildings, 
one can't help thinking how a fairy would feel if held 
down at the bottom of a bowl, from which the hot punch 
had just been poured away. 

To jSir Ja/mea FeUowea, 

Thuisday, June 18th, 1818. 
It was sweetly done of you, indeed, dear Sir, to put 
the little warm bottle, and the warm kind invitation 

PD S 
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ioto your brother's pocket so. God forbid that I should 
ontUve that quantity of Cayenne pepper, and want 
more I ! An old Welsh squire did certainly keep on 
breathing till brandy was not sufEciently exciting for 
him without Cayenne pepper, but I think he was turned 
of ninety. 

Well I Hiss O'Neill might have moved him even 
then. Our ladies are all in hysterics, our gentlemen's 
hands quite blistered with clapping, and her stage com- 
panioQB worn to a thread with standing up like chairs in 
a children's country dance, while she alone commands 
the attention of such audiences, as Bath never witnessed 
till now. The box-keepers said last night that the num- 
bers Kean drew after him were nothing to it She per- 
forms every evening for seven days together : but Clifton 
is near, if she does break a blood-vessel or two. 



To Sir James FeUowes, 

Bath, 1st July, 18ia 

The heat has certainly exhaled my faculties, and I 
have but just life enough left to laugh at the fourteea 
taylors who, united under a flag with Liberty and In- 
dependence on it, went to vote for some of these gay 
fellows, I forget which ; " but the motto is ill chosen," 
said I ; " they should have written up Measures not 
Men!" 

Sir Thomas Lethbridge, however, gave in last night ; 
oh how unlikely, how impossible, was it for him to hope 
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for a Beat, who tad sent tlie popular favourite Sir Francis 
Burdett, to the Tower •, — I wonder he would try I 

Doctor Gray says in hia last kind letter, that w& 
quarrel with no time but the present. Hope still anti- 
cipates pleasure for a future day ; and those that are 
past, delight us by recollection. He longs to see me 
and Mrs. Mostyn, he says, to talk about old Streatham 
Park. His sisters and nieces, two old ladies and two 
youngish ones, are come to settle here at Bath, and be 
begs me to introduce them into society ; but 'tis the 
wrong time of year : I tried to make them a party for 
to-morrow, but cannot muster twenty faces, everybody 
has left town ; in a week more, I shall leave it too. 
Wales will be quiet at least, and people expect health 
and pleasure from change of air, which having once 
delighted us, we talk of its enjoyments when no longer 
capable of enjoying them. 

No matter! the farce must go on till the curtain 
drops, and if everybody left off their disgmsings as they 
grew old, why age would appear with still more de- 
formity than at present. Have you interested yourself 
concerning the discovery of Ossian's originality, so long ■ 
doubted, so strenuously denied ? The concatenation 
arose in my mind from his expressive words : — " Age 
is dark and unlovely, it is like the glimmering light of 

* He mored the committal of Sir Francis, whose lai^iige, lie 
said, "made hia hair stand on end." Excited bj an ironical 
cheer, he added, " it realij had that effect." In alluaion to this 
unlucky declaration, be was aaluted with cries of porcupine and 
encountered by picturea of that animal wherever he went during 
the election. 
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the moon vbeu it shines through the broken clouds ; 
the blast of the north is <m the desolate plain, and the 
traveller ehrioks on his journey." 

Meanwhile you will have a stormy Session of Par- 
liament, made still more so by the Catholic Question 
being brought forward. Forcing religion into the dis- 
pute, will set all in a state of efferveacence ; for al- 
though, poor thing, she is disregarded in common mo- 
ments, and left like a football covered with mould and 
dust, give that football but a kick, and set the sport 
going, all the youth of the village will miir in the game, 
and some eyes will be beat out and some blows ex- 
changed, before they lay the poor football to sleep under 
the old wall again, little as they really care for it. 

Well 1 but you must not pay ninepence for this let- 
ter without my insertion of a joke you will like, perhaps, 
because it is mine; of the man who comes into a 
coffeehoixae at Ilchester during the heat of our election 
contest, and asks for the news. " Ah, Ijord, Sir ! " re- 
plies the waiter, "we are badly off for papers. The 
popular candidate has got the day; the poor old 'Times ' 
- has been torn to pieces in the scuffle : a sea-captain has 
catehed up our only ' Pilot,' because he could see 
neither ' Sun ' nor * Star ' : and no ' Courier ' can be 
got for love or money. They are all on the road to 
Bath." 
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To Sir Jamea Fellowea, 

No. 8, Qajr StN«t, Tnesdaj Night, 
ISth September, 1818. 

When I was about seven years older than your Tommy, 
we had a permitted holyday : and two of my uncle, Sir 
L. S- Cotton'a, children, with poor Miss Owen and her 
brother, came, and one of our gambols was to dance 
round him or her who sat in the middle, and teize them 
till they quitted their post, when another took it^ and 
underwent the same worry. 

When George Cotton however (afterwards Dean of 
Chester) was seated, no art^ no tricks, no force could 
nmke him move ; so that Jack Owen came and whis- 
pered me : " If you'll help, we will m^e him jump up, 
stout as he is. Let you and I set fire to Mrs. Salus- 
bury's papers here in the closet, ^nd make a noise. 
George will run away I warrant you, and look foolish 
enough." I took the bint, and cried fire at the very 
top of my voice. Out ran my mother and her com- 
pany from their tea or cards, in the next room, frighted 
beyond all telling, ..." and Dear Mama, don't be 
angry," cried T, " it was only to get George out of his 
place." Query, is Cobbet any wiser ? You have finished 
his nonsense by now. 

I have got a sort of French Thraliana : fr^^ents 
cf lettere written by Madame , Louis XIV. 's bro- 
ther's wife, to our Queen Caroline, grandmother to 
George IIL of England. I can haixlly unpack my 
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408 Letters. 

trunks for the avidity I feel to read this (to many) un- 
intereBtlDg stuff: to me more than deligbtfu]. 

Madame's accouut of her visit to a Female Benedictine 
Convent, where she saw a ntm of the royal family amuse 
herself by shooting at a target and firing pistols at a. 
mark, is very curious ; and shows one how difficult it is 
to dispose of leisure hours ; for this lady had very few 
hours indeed that by the rules of the convent she could 
. call her own ; and this wae her way of getting rid of 
them: the most extraordinary metiiod that ever met 
my eye in reading through seventy years, Time's short 
preface to the " Volume of Eternity." 



To iSir Jamea FeUowes. 

Bath, MichoelmM Day, 1818, 
like the let of May. 
NoTHiNQ kills the Queen, however. It is really a 
great misfortune to be kept panting for breath so, and 
screaming with pain by medical skill ; were she a sub- 
ject, I suppose, they would have released her long ago ; 
but diseases and distresses of the human frame umst 
lead to death at length, as the smaliest brooks of the 
most inland country will sink in the sea at last. Sleep 
gave me up to his brother, says some old writer, and 
then 

" Soles occidere et ledire possunt ; 
Nobii emu semel occidit brevia Itur, 
Nox ert perpetua una dormienda," — CatuSua, 

Pretty lines certainly for a heathen poet. Will these 
do in imitation? 
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The sun that eete, with light refin'd 

Keturns to gild the plains ; 
When man's short day has once decliu'd. 

Perpetual night remains. 

And recollecting that some old bishop who cured 
himself of the dropsy by reading " Quintus Curtius," 
pointed out a pleasant remedy, I sent to Upham for 
Coxe's newly-written "Life of John Duke of Marl- 
borough," in hopes Blenheim would do as well aa the 
Battle of Arbela, and bo it did ; I am very well again, 

The glance I gave into " Tbraliana " showed me these 
veraee, better adapted to my present age than to that in 
which they were written. In hope of amusing you I 
write them out, and pray read them to pretty Lady 
Fellowes — 

" J'aurai bientot quatre-vingt ans ; 
Je erois qu'il cette heure il est temps 

T>e d^daigner la vie ; 
Aussi je la perds sans regret, 
Et je fais gaiement mon paquet, 

Bon soir, la compagnie. 

* A Scotch noblBman, whose father waa ginluDg teat for want of 
sleep, Buddeolj bethought him that sleep had never failed hia 
respected parent at Idrk. He sent for the miuietei and requested 
him to begin an exhortation, which almost immedititely produced 
the desir^ effect. The stoiy is related by I>eaD Ramsay of the 
Suke of Lauderdale and Ms son. 
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" Lorsque d'icy je partirai, 
Je ae S9ai8 pas trop oil j'inu, 

Mais en Dieu je me fie : 
n oe me peut mener que bien, 
Aussi je n'apprehends rien : 
Bod Boir, la compaguie. 

" J^ai goute de tons les plaisirs, 
J'ai perdu jusqu'auz desirs, 

A present je m'ennuye: " 
Lorsqu'on n'est plus bon & rien 
On se retire, et on fait bien, 

Bon soir, la compagnle." 

And DOW, after s thousand repetitions of a thousand 
kind complimetits to Lady F., and kisses to her darling 
babies, I shall take a ttuD pen, and write out mj ver- 
sion of President Lamoignon's lines not much am- 
plified — 

Arriv'd at grave and grey fourscore, 
'Tis time to think on life no more ; 
Time to be gone ; and therefore I 
Can <|uit this world without a sigh : 
Without or sorrow, care, or fright 
Can bid the company good night. 

When hence we part, tis hard to say 
Whither we rove, or which the way ; 
But He who sent me here can show 
My doubtful footsteps where to go ; 

■ " J'oi tiop Tu, trop eenti, trop aimf de ma vie."—- Lasubtctk. 
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So trusting to His truth and might, 
I'll bid the company good night. 

Fve tasted here of every joy, 
But time can taste itself destroy ; 
It teizea me to see how soon 
Quite good for nothing I ara grown ; 
When such the case, 'tis surely right 
To bid the company good night. 

Adieu I and accept this Michaehnaa goosery with 
your accustomed kindness for 

H. L. P. 

To Sir Jamea Feliowes, 

Btith, Thursday, 15th October, 1818. 
The horrid story of Mr. Bowles shooting his own 
favourite nephew, heir to hia estate, I believe, will make 
me shudder at a partridge all this autumn. 'Tis a sad 
thing one cannot buy these birds like ducks and geese. 
But the thoughts of meeting at Mr. and Mrs. Greatheed's 
t^ain, and meeting at Adbury ! Oh I must not indulge 
such extravagant fanciesj and Lady Feliowes must not 
encourage them. She is too good to us all Was the 
young Lady of Grey's Cliffe with the Greatheeds ? No 
girl that ever I saw could compare with your brother's 
daughter for beauty and apparent intelligence at her 
age, but I suppose she will not maintain her superiority 
for twenty years ; if she does, the poets will weary all 
readers with verses written in her praise. Apropos to 
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poeta, I think Lord Byron's *' Pegasus " is moulting his 
wiugB ; one hears nothing of him or his muse. Madame 
D'Arblay writes and cornea, and criea and goes to live 
at London with her aon. She is very charming : she 
always wae ; but I will never trust her more. The first 
time one is betrayed by semblance of friendship, may 
be the fault of another ; the second time, 'tis one's own 
fault ; and to be twice made April fool by the same trick 
after ten years old, is too late. 

Did you like the last volume of the " Tales of my 
Landlord " P I prefer a pretty novel little spoken of, 
called " Civilisation." If I did not recommend it to Lady 
Fellowes, I ought to have recommended it. Dr. Whal- 
ley saya 'tis written by Hannah More, and the girls call 
it a preaching novel, and resolve not to look at a piige 
of it. The British Museum is the thing worth seeing 
in London, and I missed it. English people make every 
curiosity so difficult of access, that you may live among 
u8 half a century, and see nothing. Foreigners throw 
the doors open, and take no present going in or out. 
Our fees at palaces, and our card money under the 
candlesticks, are certainly a remainder of old ill man- 
ners ; nor can I reconcile to myself, or to my notions 
about good breeding, the trick of prescribing to our 
visitants the stake they shall play for in our house. I 
feel as well disposed to say what cap they should wear, 
or what ribbands they should buy. Let them buy and 
wear what they will.* 

* A young man lost BOOOf. tit the house of a friend in a ung-le 
Evening. He played again tlie next day and won most of it 
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Did I tell you of the conquest I made in Wales of 
the Bishop of St. Asaph, Luxmore? He says now: 
*' What is become of that little Mrs. Piozzi ? who shone 
here among us like a meteor for a month or two, and 
then away ; when will she return, do you know ? we are 
very dull without her." And so they are sure enough; 
no music, no cards, nor no conversation, except the 
petty quarrels which infest all counties distant from the 
metropolis, round whose central globe we roll at dif- 
ferent distances, and Denbighshire is Saturnian in every 
sense of the word : their sorrows, as well as their joys, 
are so stupid. One would think Doctor Young had 
passed his life among, them, when he says : — 

" Widiont miHfortunee, what celamitj' 1 
And what hostility, without a fb« I " 

To Sir Jamea FeUowes. 

Bath, October 29th and 30th, 1818. 
Mr mind has yet some youth in it, as you say, who 
know it best. The battered case, however, has had 
some blows lately. I am perpetually stopped in these 
last st^es of my long journey for want of horses, and 
shall be late home of course; so like all travellers, I 
read the tombstones in the next churchyard, and without 
further allegory, how the deaths do increase round 
onel 

back, having (as he afterwards avowed) made up his mind to 
shoot hinuelf if the luck went against liim a Becond time. Surely 
his host was justified in limitjng the states in future, 
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Mies Fellowes called oq me this morning. She ie 
in high looks, and does not perhaps entertain those 
appreheneions about poor dear Mamma, which yott, can- 
not avoid being sensible of: bat do not be too selfish. 
People of her age cannot long be detained here : no, 
nor of mine either. Cowley says : — 

" It grisTM me when I eee what fate 
Does on the beat of mortals wait, 
Poeta or loren let them be, 
Tia neither love nor poeay 
Can arm against Death's weakest d&rt 
The fertile head, or honest heart. 
For when our life in &e decline 
Tonchea th' inevitable line, 
In Death's strong hand a grape-ebrae proree 
Eatal as thunder is in Jove's." 

Meanwhile let us die but once, and not double the 
pang by cowardice, or poyson the dart by wilful sin, but 
meet iiie hour with at least se much deference to G-od*s 
will, as every Turk shows to that of the Gran Signor. 
" It is the Sultan's pleasure," says he, " and so ends the 
matter, — here's my head." 

I have set my acome. Tis the oddest thing in the 
world that the wind blew me an ash and a sycamore 
key into this little garden a year ago, and George put 
them in the ground, and they prospered. So you will 
have a Piozzi forest some day, but take care and claim 
them, and let nobody but yourself get a twig ; and if I 
live till they are old enough, they shall be marked and 
ticketted. 

H. L. P. 
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To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, Irt December, 1818. 

Well 1 now I will not wait for a letter from Adbury, 
though I do desire it above all things in the world ; for 
you will like to hear how the Persians • behaved at an 
English family dinner, and I am dying to tell dear Sir 
James Fellowes how much I was entertained. 

It 18 truly astonishing to see how they have mastered 
our language and caught up our European manners. 
Men who have aate on carpets for thirty years, and eat 
with chopsticks, are really a little better bred than the 
rest of the company, manage knives, forks and chairs, 
with grace and propriety, and what they ought not to 
do (for they are Mussulmen) take their glass like an 
English country squire, and flirt with the girls famously. 
I told them, however, that — 

" The glowing dames of Peiwa's royal court 
Have faces fluBh'd with more exalted charms ; 
The Sun that rolls his chariot o'er their heads. 
Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks : 
AniT'd 'mong these, the priuce will soon forget 
Out pale unripen'd baauties of the Nortli." 

Meanwhile ladies leave cards, and starving females 

* M«erzs Saefer and Meerza Saulih (the two Persians mentioned 
in these letters), two of the most distinguished personages sent 
into this coimti; three years ago by Abbas Meerza, the reigning 
Prince of Persia. They speak English fluently, and are ^uite 
familiar with onr manners and customs, and are at no loss to defend 
ably their opinions. They are dressed in the costume of their 
country, I saw them at Bath, Nov. 29, one in a scarlet and gold 
pelisse, the other blue. — J. F., 1818. 
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write romanceB. The novel called '* Marriage " • is, the 
newest and merriest. Hew marriage should be a new 
thing, that ia at least as old as Adam, the author 
may tell: but 'tis a veij comical thing, and would 
make Lady Fellowes laugh on a long evening. 

Here is the firat frost on the first day of winter : 
quite right. The next three months, of which this is 
one, ought to be drippy, slippy, nippy. Pluviose, Ni- 
voae, Ventose : all that stuff is very prettily put to- 
gether in the " Clavis Calendariie." I wonder you 
never looked at mine, crowded with notes — I would 
say deformed : but you would only answer Pish I The 
author, an Irishman, has borrowed most liberally from 
"Eetrospection," and never said thank you, Mrs.Piozzi: 
but no matter, 'tis a very useful book, and not unenter- 
tainiug. But I must write to Doctor G-ray, and thank 
him for his very, very kind letter. One would think I 
was like Sir Epicure Mammon in Ben Jonson's "Al- 
chemist," who fancying he had found the philosopher's 
stone, was enumerating the felicities it would purchase, 
and cried out in a rapture : — 

" I will have grave divines to flatter me, 
Poets I will not heed." 



• By Miss Ferrier. It received a high (Ximplimant from Sir 
Walter Scott in the pre&ce to one of his novels. It was followed 
by " Inheritance " by the same writer. 
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To Sir Jamea Fdlowes. 

Jbd. 6, 1819. 
Mb.Mabqin ia come from Paris, and eays my "Syno- 
nymcB " are all the rage there ; and they have got a print 
of me, and asked hita if it wbs like edte da/me eii^bre. 

To Sir James Fdlowes. 

Bath, 12th Jan. 1810. 
So although dear Sir James Fellowes is screwed np, 
as in a vice, by bad verse and worse prosing, poor H. 
L. P. cannot squeeze a letter out of hina 1 Well I so it 
is with Salusbury — not a word from him either. The 
ladies are better correspondents by half; they will at 
least tell one, poor souls, how sick they ar& Mean- 
while, here is my aimual foolery at hand almost; it 
really seems but the other day since our last celebra- 
tion. But 

" ThuB perish years, as moments from onr view. 
Some mourned, some loved, all lost j too many, jet too few." 

I hare, however, added to my stock of ideas, since 
1819 came in, the sight of a man flying on the slack 
rope, and of another man professedly fire proof. I 
have likewise seen red snow brought from within the 
Polar circle, and have seen the man who witnessed a 
phenomenon oilen read of with wonder, a circular rain- 
bow. Curiosity is supposed exclusively to belong to 
youth; but 'tis foolish to leave this world without know- 

TOJ. n. E B 
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ing vhftt'e done in it, especially aa eternity will be past 
in that which is to come. 

Doctor Charlea Parry, who ahewed me the Arctic 
raretiee, and traced his brother's track for me on the 
enormous map we looked over, is very indignant at 
their needless haste to return home without doing their 
errand in any wise ; though these two or three occur- 
rences render their voyage interesting. They will cer- 
tainly go again next summer, and make another visit 
to the new nation, who never saw ship, or even canoe, 
like the people predicted to Ulysses in Homer. They 
indeed called an oar when they saw one, a corn-van ; 
but these poor creatures never saw com, or encountered 
an enemy. 

They contempUt«d the " Alexander " and " Isabella " 
long before they could believe them inanimate and 
worked to motion by mortals like themselves ; and , 
when, embracing tbe masts, they found them dead 
wood, they burst into a horse laugh and continued 
holding their sides — our people guessed not why, but 
I think it was at the mistake of their reporters, who 
had miscalled them male and female gyanta — and 
probably added some false wonders of their own ; for 
truth is native of no clime hitherto discovered — but 
by Gulliver. 

And now do, dear Sir James Fellowes, come home to 
us " and see good mamma — who pined after yon last 
time, sadly. You said yon had two old women at Ad- 
bury — weeder women I believe, who wanted you there, 
I am sure you have two old women here who want you 



n,gN..(JNGOOglC 



as much, or more. The weeds of conversatioQ weary 
me to death with " Dear Ma'am, — I hope you caught 
no cold at the last party ; Lord bless me 1 how hot the 
rooms were ! Well I I do hate hot rooms above all 
living things, &c., &«." 

Oh come back for very pity — reddee dulce loqui — 
and do not make me force my partner's hand inces- 
santly thus, for a fragment of comfortable chat. The. 
Bishop of Meath is your best substitute: he is very 
good-humoured, and writes verses, and shews me what 
he has written. Apropos, poor Lady Crewe is dead — 
an object of deformity I * The greatest beauty of her 
time: at least, the most admired woman; "Whose 
mind kept the promise was made by her face;" as 
Charles Fox said and sung. But palsy shook her frame, 
and cancer gnawed it. Oh may such a death never 
reach yours and your dear fomily's ever, 

H, L. Piozzi. 

Farewell! remember, not 12, but 26. 

To Sir James Fellowea. 

Bath, Jan. ITth, 1819. 
Indeed, my dear Sir, it is very comic^ in you to 
fency my letters so superior; but as a mountebank 
said, who I heard haranguing the crowd upon Berwick- 
upon-Tweed : " People of a good taste likes my decep- 

• A miaUilce. One of her Inends aasurea me that " for a few 
brief hours she looked beautiful in her coffin," — See tmli, p. 107, 
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taons, and bo says I, deapUur;" meaning deHpiatur of 
course, wherever he bad gained his classic knowledge. 

Our fire-eaters * coatinae their tricks, and are said to 
get a great deal of monej. That they do really and 
bon& fide Bwallow boyling oyl into their stomachs and 
arsenic, eatrog a good Bupper and sleeping sound after- 
wards — who can bdieveP There moat be a quick 
substitution, effected by legerdemain, of a glass without 
poyson for tiie glass we see vriik poyBon, just at the 
moment MtCaJwdle prepares in appearance to receire 
its contents down her throat. 

What Doctor Charles Parry showed me was preserved 

• Chabert kdA tia Bister, a, pretty girl, ftfterwarcU burnt to death : 
Uts. Fiozzi wrote these lines on her : — 

I beg your paidon, dear Sir James, 

For leaving you amidet the flames, 

But I WM proQiiaed to a E«om 

Where half the town was called to ceme ; 

Where beaux were crowding ronnd a b«lle 

N'ot half BO handsome aa Ha'amaelle ; 

Who, if her Bweethearts do admire, 

We Bee can safely play with fire. 

But sure I hope youlL 'scape the Bnara 

Of this invulnerable fair ; 

Who, to perform such wondrona tricksy 

Kust have been dipt all o'er in Styx. 

Achilles' self had been confounded 

To see her hed remain unwonuded } 

And Circe, had she seen her snp 

The potion from that poyson'd cup. 

Would have lenoimc'd her poweiful charma, 

And crown'd Ma'amselle the Queen of Sarmi* 

• See JtfacJeA 
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in veTy large transparent phials, hermeticEjl; sealed. 
It was blood red, and I saw a little sediment. Did it ? 
Oh> no I did it fall red from the clouds ? said I. " We 
cannot tell," was the reply. " My brother saw no snow 
fall while be was in that district, but he gathered what 
he gave me — not from the surface hut at two feet deep 
in the drifts. It lay at least four or five feet on the 
earth, and was of the same colour down at the very 
bottom." They saw white snow in plenty upon the 
distant glaciers. The wise men in the ships attributed 
the sanguinary hue to aerolite stones which fell in large 
quantities ; and the new discovered Esquimaux (for Es- 
quimaux they are) make knives and saws such as they 
do make, poor clotures, of this sty-dropt iron, having 
no other metal of any sort or kind. I was talking to 
your brother Dorset concerning the astonishment of our 
late-found northern friends, at seeing the " Isabella " 
and " Alexander " with their attendant boats ; and ob- 
served how well Dryden must have studied human 
nature, when he gave his beautiful description of 
Cortez's first arrival in Mexico. " Oh," said he, 
"write to James and remind him of the excellent 
adaptation you have made ; the lines are little known." 
Here tis thto : — 

" ' We went obedient, Sir, to your command. 
To view the utmost limits of the land ; 
To that sea-ehore, where no more world is found, 
But foaming billows breaking on the ground ; 
There for a while mj eyes no objects met 
But diatant aides that in the ocean set, 
Or low-huDg donds that dipt themselves in rain 
To shake their fleecee on tiie earth ag^n. 
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4SS LETTSB& 

At Ust, u for u I could cut my eyes 
Upon the Bea, Mtmewhat me Uiooght did rise, 
like blnieh nuBts, which still appearing more, 
Took dreadful shapes, and mov'd towards the shore.* 

' What eh^MB did these new wondere represeot F ' 

' iSsm Btranga than all jour wonder can invent : 
The objects I could fint diatiuctl; view, 
Were tall straight trees that o'er the waters flew : 
WingB on tiieir sides instead of learea did grow. 
Which gether'd all the breath the winds could blow : 
And while their bodies cut the fielding seas, 
Low at theii feet lay floating palaces.' 

' Came the; alive, or dead upon oar shore P ' 

'Alas t thej liv'd too sure ; I heard them roar. 
Thej tnm'd their sides, and to each other spoke ; 
I saw their words break forth in fin and smoke, 
Sure 'tis their voice that thunders &om on high. 
Or these the yovmger brothers of the sky. 
Deaf with the noise, I took nty hasty flight, 
No mtotsl coorage could endnre the sight.' " 

It ifl, as yonr brother observed, very remarkable, that 
the idea of a savage should tiius have possessed a 
court poet ; but besides the exquisite beauty of Dryden'e 
Virgiliaa diction, there is a truth as to the sentiment, 
that fills one's soul with wonder at the comprehensive- 
ness of such a mind. Ay, ay, when pyramids crumble 
to dust like the bodies of kings they were meant to 
cover — good poetry and power of languid will re- 
main : till well written inscriptions shall outlast their 
monuments. But I am growing enthusiastic, and feel 
glad the paper is so near full, that I may be forced to 
leave off. Whenever dear Piozzi caught me ranting in 
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tMa manner, he used to say — " Ah, ha, vien Ueetro 
adeaeo." So adieu ! 

To Sir James FeUowea. 

Bath, 9th Feb. 1819. . 

What a universal styptic ia gold, if a bold Iwemor- 
rbage of truth does chance to burst out ! Oh, well and 
wisely said Sir Robert Walpole, that everything had its 
price.* Why this colonel ia like Sir Edward Mortimer 
in the " Iron Chest." . . . 

But here is a pamphlet come out, I guess not by 
whom written t, called " Historic Doubta concerning 
Buonaparte : " you must give it a reading. It has at 
least the grace of novelty to recommend it, and will, I 
dare say, run rapidly through many editions — 'tia so 
cheap. . . . 

So here is a real commonplace letter like every- 
body's letter, written among perpetual knocks at the 
door by people who know not how to dispose of the 
hours between bref^fast and the moments when they 
may without self-condemnation pretend impatience for 
dinner, better than by throwing a few of them away 
upon dear Sir James Fellowes's ever obliged and 
faithful H. L. P. 

In the midst of all this I find my paper fuU, and ' 

• What Sir Bobert Wslpole is commonlj reported to have said 
wM, "All men have thur price." What he really said vae, "All 
lhe»e men have their price; " alluding to the ao-caUed patriots of 
tlie Oppomtioa. 

t By Di. Whfttely, the present Archbishop of Dublin, 
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421 LBTTEB& 

wonder Then I found time to fill it ; but my pen, like a 
faoise at Newmarket, moves most Kwiftly when it carries 
least wei^t — 'tis plain. Adieu then, and remember 
me to kind Lady Fellowes and lovely Mariuccia, for so 
we should call her in Italy. 

To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, 26tii Feb. 1819. 

The languor you describe as possessing your mind, 
my dear Sir, while it urgea you to restless activity of 
body, no one can better understand than myself, who 
used to walk incessantly, squeezing the flag-stones of 
o»ir South Parade here, with my feet, in order to obtain 
relief for my head when struggling against "Thick 
coming fancies that robbed me of my rest." Well I 
'tis a foolish thing ever to be uneasy at all. Our longest 
life is but a little short parenthesis in the broad page 
of time, which ia itself a mere preface or prologue to 
eternity. Let us, however, write the brief period neatly, 
and leave our vimting ticket to the world, such as may 
not disgrace us. 

I have asked for St David's Day, and we will have a 
good dinner and a Welch harp. Mrs. Stratton says she 
would give us authors, actors, &c, — a merry day at 
her house, but that if she did, it must be " nne table 
fort libre mais peu de couverts," as she keeps no pro- 
fessed cook. Never mind, replied H. L. P., we care 
only for the salt 

When all ia over, I will tell you how it ended : mean- 
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while, the beat Bath news is that good old Qeneral 
Leighton* is now become Sir Baldwin, witii three or 
four additional thousands a year. You remember old 
General Leighton : he stooped exceseiTely from a cold 
caught bivouacking eomewhere in our service. He is a 
true Salopian, who, though well acquainted with both 
hemispheres, delights in tfdking only of Shrewsbury. 
He will now end hia life where it began, nine miles 
from his favourite spot — a pretty spot enough, but its 
power over a soldier of fortune like General Leighton, 
or a full minded man like my friend the first Dr. 
Burney, is really to its credit. When the last-named 
friend had occasion to kiss his Majesty's hand two or 
three times within two or three years, I remember the 
wags saying, " Why Bumey takes the King's hand, 
sure, for Shrewsbury brawn ; he puts it so often to his 
lips." 

To Sir James Fellowee. 

Bath, Maich 13th, 1819. 

TsE salt you get, dear Sir, must be all out of the old 
salt cellar, with the cypher of H. L. P. upon it. Our 
gay dinner is not to be held till the Idth of this month, 
next Fryday, at Mrs. Stratton's. I shall then invite the 
company to my own house on some day, when Warde 
and Conway are disengaged. 

Your dinner shall be a good one ; for you remember 
Boileau's epigram on just such a feast : — 

* The father of the ptesent baionet, Sit Baldwin Leig'hton, of 
Wattleaborough, Salop. 
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" Damis ! tods doonez la famiDe, 
Votre table a trop peu de plats ; 
Peu content de Totre repas, 
Enseignez moi done oil Yon dine." 

Too few good dishee is a fault, 
Bad too many without Bait ; 
Among your other bons mots, pray 
Tell me where we dine to-day. 

But here we are chatting and laughing, and in comes 
your brother Dorset to tell me . . . and he wished 
me to take charge of his Ariadne, but my room will 
not hold her. It came into my head as he was talking, 
that the deserted ladies, jrho cannot get their lovers to 
marry them after promises &c., all follow her classical 
example, and make alliance with Bacchus as soon as 
their Theeeus is gone : at least, I see acme who are 
doing so here at Bath, and I suppose Dirie Eoberteon, 
the wine-merchant, would be glad they were still more 
in number. 

Dear me ! how sick, how thrice sick, am I of these 
parties I so falsely called society : for one idea in com- 
mon with them I possess not. Yet one must live 
among people one cannot care about, in order to serve 
those who really amuse and delight one. 

To Sir James Felknvea. 

Bath, Dbj of the Vernal Equinox, 1819. 
I CAN now tell you that Mrs. Stratton'a dinner went 
off delightfully ; the salt shining and spar-like, un- 
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bruised, unbasketted, very good indeed. I wish mine 
may be as good and brilliant next Frydaj, the 26th, 
when my very best dependence will be on you, my ever 
best triend. We must sit down, tiiough, as near to five 
o'clock as possible, because of Sir Walter James, who 
hates to dine later, and who has begged himself in with 
a condescendance I little expected. 

You and he will find Warde most of a scholar, Con- 
way the maji of high polish, general knowledge, and 
best natural abilities. K you don't like them, it will 
vex me. 

Apropos to authors, actors, &e., I have had an offer 
since I wrote last, not of marriage — aa Ninon de I'Enclos 
boasted when touching her eightieth year, — but of a 
better thing, money for Murphy's portrait. The rich 
Mr. Taylor, George Watson Taylor, who bought John- 
son's picture and Baretti's at the sale, solicits it with 
beg and pray. He once offered me, if you remember, 
157/. for it, BO I can't, in honour or conscience, ask him 
more; but if he would take my Cypriani Magdalen, 
who is eajing her head off at old Wilson's European 
Museum, along with Mr. Murphy's head by Reynolds, 
and give me 200^ for both together, the bargain would 
be very good for both of us, and I would take a good 
wide step towards buying the 6000i which dear Piozzi 
left to his relations in Italy, and which I alwajrs have 
promised Salusbury to make up for him in the Consols 
three, per cent,, after which transaction my money is 
my own ; and whatever I may_^ feel disposed to give or 
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Bpend, it shall be without self-reproach. There are 
5000^ in now, you know. 

Your friends, the Greatheeds, have had a famous 
acquiHition made to their fortune by death of this Mr. 
Collyear. I wish it might drive them to Bath ; for if I 
recollect rightly, you eaid they were once more restored 
to chearful endurance of that life their son's death made 
a scourge to them. 

My friends the Mangins, who were kind to me when 
you were, and in whose welfare I take the tenderest 
concern, — ^have suffered from the danger of their little 
boy as much almost as could be inflicted ; and though 
my life has been so drawn into length, and so many 
scenes of sorrow have crossed my path, I am yet to 
learn whether the death of a young man like Bertie 
Greatheed, or that of a promising baby, strikes deepest; 
bursting a bubble with all its colours varying each to a 
tint more lovely than the last, does certainly require 
religious fortitude to support. Yet what is infant life 
but a bubble?" 

To Sir James FeUowes. 

Bath, M:oDd&7, March 28tb, 1819. 
Mt dear Sir J. F. sometimes says, when he has a 
mind to make me very happy, Your last letter was the 
best I ever received from you, Mrs. Piozzi. Tis my turn 

* " Eie mh could Might or boitow &de, 
Death came witli timely care, 
The op'ning bud to heaven convey'd, 
Aad bade it bloasom there." — IjOWts, 
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now. Your last letter is the very beet I ever read from 
the hand I have long looked to for substantial friendship. 
It assureB me of your remaining at hand, not, as many 
would say, to save my wome out frame from death, but 
to protect my remains — the poor remains of the Piozzi ; 
her never forfeited honour, and secondly, at unmeaeur- 
able distance, her literary fame : to ascertain the pos- 
sibility likewise of passionate love, subsisting with 
uncontamiuated conduct, and enthusiastic friendship 
without prospect of interested gratification. Yeniamo 
ad altro. 

The laflt series of those half novels, half romance 
things, called " Tales of My Landlord," are dying off a 
pace ; but if their author gets money, he will not care 
about the rest"; having never owned bis work, no cele- 
brity can be lost, nor no venture can injure Mm. 'Tis 
thus Joanna Baillie might have done. I well remember 
when her plays upon the " Passions " first came out, 
with a metaphysical preface. All the world wondered 
and stared at me, who pronounced them the work of 
a woman, although the remark was made every day 
and everywhere that it was a maaculine performance. 
No sooner, however, did an unknown girl own Ae work, 
than the value so fell, her booksellers complained they 
could not get themselves paid for what they did, nor 
did their merits ever again swell the throat of public 

\a gratuitoualj 

" Let others rock their meagre braing for hire, 
Enough for geniiu if itaelf inBpiie." 
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applsuse. So farea it vith nous autres, vho expose 
onrBelyeB to the ahiits of malice or the breath of caprice. 

My justly admired Conway meanwhile drives all 
before him at Birmingham, after ill usage enough here 
at Bath ; and now I tell him, he must beware the tryals 
of prosperity. May no others ever assail you, dear 
Sirl 

Doctor Gribbee was here five minutes ago, laughing 
at these liver cases', — eo everythmg is called now : 

" Whence this distress of head ? 
Whence comes my nose so red ? 
Our doctors all have said, 



From liver. 



My liver. 



" Why all this heat of skin ? 
Why BO much pain within ? 
What makes me get so thin? 

*' Why gout in feet and toes ? 
Carbuncles on my nose. 
When all this only shows 

Tis liver. 

" Miss Ilosa has a pimple 
Where once she had a dimple. 
And she believes. Oh, simple I 

Tis liver. 

• It was the fashion to call all doubtful or undefinable com- 
pliunts Uver, m it is now the fashion to attribute tbem to sup- 
pieesed gout. 
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" Why my torn frame to tease, 
Bitee of bugs, gnate, and fleas ? 
All these excrescences 

Come from my liver." 

These are not my verses — Dieu m'en garde; but 
they are very comical, and would, as Mr. Piozzi used to 
say, make the very chickens laugh. If they amuse 
Lady F. in her present state for five minutes, they are 
five good stanzas. So adieu 1 and believe me ever her's 
and your's, while 

H. L. PiozzL 

Doctor Gibbes's mother, seven years younger than me, 
is struck with palsy, which has taken away much of her 
articulation. Friends, companions, contemporaries. Ah 
poor Floretta I 

To Si/r James Fellowes. 

Bath, 30th Much, 1819. 
Mt dear Sir James Fellowes will kindly rejoyce to 
hear that Mr. Wateon Taylor has already paid in the 
200^ to HMnmersley's : a letter from Pall Mall informs 
me so this moment. I must pack Murphy's portrait up 
very nicely to send oflF. 

How you did laugh at my funny stoiy of original 
painting ! " But the conversation between you and Mr, 

• Sir Jttmea Fellowes' note on this letter is: — "I had met Mr. 
Wickens a. few days before at Mrs. Piozii's. As we were brother 
Rugbeeans, the convereation t«ok place about the mode of punish- 
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V^fikens conoeming 3rour school days, led me to it ; and 
my hag ol tales, alias bagatelles, never seems exhausted 
when in pleasant company. The string ties tight round 
the neck of the sack, if I don't like my companions, 
and that of its own accord, and the people are left won- 
dering why any one should fancy that Mrs. Piozzi is 



It is astonishing how soon irony or allegory may be 
mistaken for truth ; I mean in how few years. Epsom 
Wells were fashionable early in the laat century ; but 
some people there disobliging Doctor RadclifTe, " Oh 1 " 
said he, " I will put a toad in their well presently," 
meaning he would bring the water into disrepute, I 
trust; but going to Epsom a few summers ^o, a lady 
told me very seriously, that Doctor Badcliffe had ruined 
that iine well by putting a toad in it. 

Did I ever tell you that Sir Walter James was the 
person who first suggested to me the idea of making 
a Lyford Hedivivns, and teaching all the people what 
their Christian names meant? It certainly was bo, and 
be recollected our conversation on the subject, when 
reminded of it the other day at No. 8. I shall show 
him the manuscript some morning. 



ing tbe boys in Dr. James's time, wlien Mrs. F. related the story of 
Vandjke, who, when a boj, fiiet evinced his genius in a temAtkahle 
manner by painting the exact lilceneas of the muter upon the 
person of a schoolfellow about to be flowed, which so aBtoaished 
and amused the pedagogue, that he hunt out a langhing, and 
excused the boj the punishment that awuted him. fibs. Piozzi's 
manner and humotu in relating this anecdote of Vandyke was 
remadiably comical." 
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Tlie celebrated Dr. Farmer, as a man particularly 
well informed on the subject of old English literature 
and as a man of learning, was master of Emanuel 
College at Cambridge when I became acquainted with 
him as an undergraduate of Peter House ; at a dinner 
party toasts were called for, and most of the men pre- 
sent gave the names of ladies whose names chanced to 
b^in with the letter B. Dr. Farmer made the foUow- 
ii^ impromptu : — 

" Is it not strange that Cupid should decree 
That all our favourites should begin with E ? 
How shall we solve this paradox of ours ? 
The bee flies always to the sweetest flowers." 

Once more adieu, and twenty times more adieu 1 

H. L. P. 

To Sir Jamea Fellowea. 

Bath, Monday, 5tli April, 1819. 

. . . . Mr. Tayior wrote me a fine coaxing letter, 
sent by a man who came to pack and carry, and to 
bring me a request that I would authorise Wibon to 
give him up my beautiful Mi^alene. I sent him 
the annexed, unsealed, and enclosed it in this billet to 
Taylor ; 

" Mrs. Piozzi despatches her writ of authority to the 
Emxjpean Museum, with many compliments to Mr. 
Taylor, and wishes him joy of his pictures. A sort of 
low-spirited feel hinders her sayiug any more now, but 

TOL. IL F r 
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she reall; means on some future day to pay her per- 
sonal reBpecta in Harley Street. 

" Mrs. Piozzi sends compliments to her old Mend, Mr. 
Wilson, begs he will put her fine portrait of Mrs. Bains- 
ford in the character of a Magdalen safely into the 
hands of Creorge Watson I^ylor, Esq., who has at length 
courted her out of it, aad of what she parts from with 
more reluctance, her famous portrait of Arthur Murphy 
by Sir Joshua. They will, however, be where they 
ought to be. Mrs. Piozzi thought Mr. Taylor would 
have left Murphy till she too was where she ought to 
be, but he was not willing to wait till the last of the old 
coterie dropt into the grave which has devoured so 
many of them. Mr. Wilson is to consider this note as 
authority to deliver the Cipriani Magd&len into his 
hands, &om his faithful servant^ &c, 

" H. L. Piozzi." 

Now do not you, my dear Sir James Fellowes, iasiey 
me superannuated, because I do not write neatly ae 
usual. The paper is, I think, astual blotting-paper, 
such as " Retrospection " is printed on exactly, and so 
thin. Your idea of Pan among the bacchanals (Devil 
among a bag of nails) is incomparable. 'Tis the only 
solution of so strange a sign ; and Scaliger says that his 
Satanic Majesty, when visible to his adorers, commonly 
does assume the port and person of Azazel, Hebrew fox 
the goat 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



To Sir Jamea Fellowea. 

Bftth, April 10th, 1819. 
But a strange thing, and not much leea comical, is the 
soKcitude Lady Burdett and her family have evinced, 
of making acquaintance with me. I guess not where 
the inducement can lie, for of me they know nothing 
but my avowed aversion to their principles. It would, 
however, be ridiculous to refuse, so I shall dine with 
them on Thursday next. The rest of the week will be 
past at the theatre, where Shakespeare's most agreeable 
characters are exhibited ; Fauconhrii^e and Marc An- 
tony, for which my favourite Conway seems to have been 
bom- 

To Sir Jamea FeUowes. 

Sunday Night, ISth April, 1819. 
What a world 1 or rather what inhabitants of a beau- 
tiful place in which our study is to make deep ruts for 
each other to stumble in. And you not enraged at 
these sedition-mongers that we read of? What would 
the foolish creatures have ? Let government be con- 
structed how it will — we must be governed ; or the 
strong will press down the weak. Make up your mess 
like Venice treacle, a dram of this, a scruple of that — 
but government must govern when it is made up ; for 
after all yon only take irom one department, — kings, 
lords, commons, and the mob, to give a little more, or 
a little less, to the others. Limited monarchy, limited 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



arbtocracy, we UDderstand, but limited goveromeut is a 
contradiction in terms. 

Ab me 1 we shall have a grand inundation of worse 
than noDsenee, I see plainly. Alter the Nile's overflow, 
you remember, the old Egyptians turned in droves of 
Bwine, to root, and trample, and wallow in the mud ; 
nor tUl the ensuing year was it observed, that their en- 
deavours bad fertilized the soil they sought to ruin. 

I shall not live to see tbe end of all ; and if after a 
powerful fermentation, some pure spirit does at length 
come over the helm, it will be for you, not me, to 
praise ita purity. Meanwhile, I do not in any wise 
resemble tbe old Cavalier, who predicted return of 
royalty, when Cromwell had just destroyed it; and a 
republican friend reproached him with, "Ah, Sir I you 
Tories are always building castles in the air." " Why 
where the plague should we build them?" said the 
other, " when you Whigs have got all our land from 

119." 

But here's enough for to-night : my spirits were 
running over with joy about my picture, or I could not 
have gone so far. I waked very early, fer from well 
this morning, and forbore to go to church ; but as all 
my droppers in agreed that I looked beautifully well, 
't were pity to contradict them ; and since the stocks 
are falling, for me to complete my purchase, when 
Newton and when Elliott pay their money, I will make 
matters up with myself, though your friend Bertie 
Greatheed used to say, when we lived in habits of in- 
timacy, " Dear Mrs. Piozzi 's never so agreeable as when 
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she is heartily vexed." And I trust you found it so too, 
dnce the fancy that you took for my conversation on 
the first day of the year 1815, was certainly kindled in 
a most ragged and tindery state of my poor worn-out 
soul. Well ! all's over, and if I wait longer than to- 
morrow morning before I claim my prize, let me lose it ! 
Adieu, and keep sweetest Maria from wit and learn- 
ing, as long aa ever you can ; for though Floretta did 
resolve to hold fast both to the end, you may recollect 
that one had been a burden, the other a plague, to her 
through long protracted life. 

To Sir Jcvmea FeUowes. 

Tuesday, April 27th, 1819. 
Dh. Gibbes says he is hurried to death, the people are 
8o ill ; he saw me half in hysterica at Young'a King 
Lear, and he came the next morning to feel my pulse, 
kind creature ! " But you profess to like my chat," 
said I, " and never come to make me a nice long visit," 
" Just for the same reason," replied he, " that I never 
drink claret, — I have not time to sit down to it." Did 
I tell you what a flattering letter I received the other 
day from Mr. Comber, who wrote the pretty verses Miss 
Williams did so rave about ? 

" Tell me no more of Ninon's wondrous charms, 
Which on life's verge, aet kings and courts in arms ; 
Fiozzi's sparkling wit and brilliant fire 
All hearts can charm, and dulness self inspire : 
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Long may the ^irit animate the clay 1 
When sever'd from it, rise to endlesa day." 
I do Dot, however, mean to tell only what veiaea I re- 
ceive, here are nome, no better than tiieee, which I have 
written : expressive of the indignation I feel to see our 
theatrical managers here, sacrificing my favourite actor 
to Mr. Warde's ill-humour. You remember Martial's 
epigram : 
" Bnmpitur invidi& quidam, carisBime Juli, 
Quod me Roma legit, rumpitur invidia. 
Rumpitur invidia quod turba semper in omni 

Monatramur digito, rumpitur invidia. 
Rumpitur invidi& quod sum jucundus amicia. 

Quod conviva frequens, rumpitur invidia. 
Rumpitur invidiil quod amamur, quodque probamur, 

Rumpatur quisquis — rumpitur invidia." 
The word swelling is more elegant in English, how- 
ever, than bitfsting, ain't it ? bo I turned the whole, as 
follows, alluding to their orations; for both of which, 
see Shakapeare's Julius CsBsar, which they plaid (sic) so 
admirably : 

Swelling with envy, Brutus now appears, 
Because the town lends Anthony their ears. 
Swelling with envy views his pers'nal graces 
When girls point handsome Conway as he passes. 
Swelling with envy, sees him in retreat 
At gay thirteen perhaps ; — or number eight. 
Such as so swell, would sting too, if they durst, 
But since they swell with envy — let them burst. 
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To (Sir Ja/mea Fellowea. 

Tuesday, May 4th, 1819. 
CoNGKATDLATB me, dear Sir ; I have got my picture, 
and every visitant tiha,t has dropt in to-day has seen me 
jumping round it for joy ; Mies Williams most delighted 
among them. The likeness strikes every one. Oh ! I 
stewed the Shropshire leeks down to nice Welsh potfi^e 
at last, and they were wondrous kind. The master of 
the house, poor fellow ! screaming with gout. Tell the 
youB^ ladies they must find out this French enigma : — 

Enfant de I'art, enfant de la nature, 
Sans prolonger la vie j'emp^che de mourir ; 

Plus je auis vrai, plus je suis impoateur, 
Et je deviens plus jeune & force de vieillir. 

Art's offepring, whom nature delighte here to foster. 
Can death's dart defy, tho' not lengthen life's stage ; 

Moat correct at the moment when most an impostor. 
Still fresh'ning in youth, as advancing in age. 

I have got a new book lent me, not new either, but 
very interesting. The " Letters of Lady Hartford and 
Lady Pomfret," written at the beginning of last cen- 
tury. They are very pretty, so pretty that I think I 
must bum &em, lest you should prefer them to mine, 
as Cleopatra drowned Mariamna's picture, lest Mark 
Anthony shoxild think it handsomer than her. The 
beet of the collection are signed H. L. P. however, 
Henrietta Louisa Pomfret, so that must he my conso- 
lation. 
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My f^te for the end of Jannaiy, 1820, will be splen- 
did indeed : I have asked people from aU paita of the 
world, and some have promised from the forthest 
Thule. 

I daresay Parry's Arctic Expedition will be more 
entertaining than that of Captain Boss ; but my heart 
bleeds for the loss of Jack Sacheuse the Eskimaiu. It 
was so foolish to let the poor creature bum up bis 
inside with spirits, and that was all that destroyed him. 
Adieu. . . . 

H. L. P. 

To Mies Fellowea. 

13th June, 1819. 

CoNWAT asks me if we are all here seized with the 
O'Neill ftver? My reply was that be need not fear 
what a sprig of jessamine could do towards turning out. 
brains, while under the dominion of himself, the tower- 
ing tulip : this, in allusion to a sale of those flowers in 
the beginning of last century, when the root of one, 
called Semper Augustus (hia own name) sold for 700i." 

Meanwhile Siddons must stand for the Moss Provence 
rose; which when her colours are confessedly faded. 



• See a note to " Retroapection," 2nd vol., 8tli chapter. In 
this note she states that the collection sold for 900M. ; and in the 
margin she has written : " When tie folly revived again, it was 
cured hy a painter's daughter producing her tulip at the Florists' 
Feast, with tiie loag-desired vainly (till that day) hoped-for streak. 
She won the prize and told the secret : she had painted it. The 
flowers were eshibited under glassea." 
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and her bloom gone by, still yields a sweet perfume, 
and her dried leaves are sought for to give scent to 
royal cabinets. 

To Sir James FeUowee. 

Bftth, Fryday, ISth June, 1819. 
Dbab Mr. Mangin said to me last week, that his 
mother saw me once at the theatre sparkling in dia- 
monds, the winter of 1764. "She wrote it down," 
said he, " when she came home, observing how beautiful 
you were." " I never possessed a diamond in my life," 
was my reply, " never was in a theatre from my first 
wedding day, till my daughter bom in 1764 went with 
me ; and never was considered through the early periods 
of my life as even tolerably pretty." The person Mrs. 
Mangin saw was Polly Hart, Mr. Thrale'a mistress, 
whose picture he wore on his box. 

To Sir James Fettowea. 

Bath, Tuesday, 6th July, 1819. 
Mt dear Sm, — The Doctor and Miss Fellowes, who 
I met yesterday dinJTig at the Lutwyches, told me I 
might send a letter to you by him, and my heart feels 
glad of the opportunity. Samuel Lysons' death — a 
famous antiquarian, and keeper of the records in the 
Tower — lowers my spirits a little; not from tender- 
ness, though 'tis shocking to me that a young man 
should die so suddenly, hut because he had an odd 
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bumoar of collecting things other people would wish 
annihilated ; and I remember his making a breakfast 
for the Greatheede, Kembles, and Mr. Piozzi and me 
once, many yeara ago, when he oddly pointed to some 
shelf in his chambers, crying, " There, there they are ; 
I gathered up every paper, every nonsense that was 
written against you at the time of your marri^e ; 
every thing to ridicule either of you that could be 
found, and there they are." " Thank you," said I, and 
the conversation changed. 

As we went home, I recollect John Eemble saying, 
" Lysons made it his business to come and tell him every 
disagreeable thing he could think on concerning him- 
self; every ballad, every satirical criticism he could 
hear of." What a taste 1 and now he is dead, one can- 
not help feeling feele about it. But his brother Daniel 
is a cool-headed man and has children, and will not like 
making enemies — will he ?• 

I am half and but half uneasy — pacify my nerves, 
dear Sir, with assurances of your care, that no harm 
shall come to your ever obliged and faithful 

H. L. Pio^i. 

■ I have examined the coQectioiis in question, sud am con- 
vinced that Mrs. Piozzi was nuBtalcen when she wrote this letter, 
which ia quite irreconcilable with her frequently esptessed esteem 
for both the brothers. 
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To Sir James FeUowee. 

Wesbtt-ffliper-Mare, 27th August, 1819. 

I FEEL delighted, dear Sir, that you have not for- 
gotten tne. Some ladies that I met up{^ the sands 
last night said Sir James Fellowes had mentioned my 
name at gaj and fashionable Bognor. This little place 
is neither gay nor fashionable, yet fall as an e^, in- 
sipid as the white on't, and dear as an egg o' penny. I 
inquired for hooks ; there were but two in the town 
was the reply, a Bible and a Paxadise Lost They 
were the best, however. No market ; but I don't care 
about that. When Miss Bumey asked Omiah, the 
savage, if he should like to go back to Otaheite, " Yea, 
Miss," said he ; " no mutton there, no coach, no dish of 
tea, no pretty Miss Homeck ; good air, good sea, and 
very good dog. I happy at Otaheite." My taste and 
his are similar. 

The breezes here are most salubrious ; no land nearer 
than North America, when we look down the channel ; 
and 'tis said that Sebastian Cabot used to stand where 
I sit now, and meditate his future discoveries of New- 
foundland. Who would be living at Bath now ? the 
bottom of the town a stew-pot, the top a gridiron, and 
London in a state of defence or preparation for attack, 
or some strange situation, while poor little Weston is 
free from alarms, on Juvenal's principle, Cantabit va- 
euua coram latrone viator. I offered a cheque on 
Hammersley at the hotel here. " Yee, Madam, by all 
means," says the landlady ; " but pray who is the gentle- 
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man ? does he reeide in Bath ? or is he a Bristol mer- 
chant?" Our banker little dream'd that such questions 
could be asked concerning him; and indeed it reminded 
me of the character in Congreve, who when spoken 
to of Epic^us, inquired whether he was really a 
French cook, or only one who wrote out particular re- 
ceipts. 

We have swarms of babies here, and some bathe good- 
humouredly enough, while others scream and shriek as 
if they were going to execution. Bessy's boy is among 
them, completely hydrophobous. 

To Sir James Fellowea. 

Weeton-super-Mare, 
Tueed«7, 21st September, 1819. 

My fearlessness in the water attracts the women to 
the rocks, where it seems such fine sport to see Mrs. 
Fiozzi swim. Poor H. L. P. ! she will certainly end in 
a fish, an odd fish ; but 'tis long since any could have 
s^d of her, Mulier formosa eupemL Mr. Thrale 
used to teach Lady Ifeith with a frog in a lai^e bason, 
and be so rough with her if she alleged terror, that we 
swam in our own defence, for he swore he would follow 
with a horsewhip if we dug a hole in the water, as he 

justly called it. Dear will follow us without any 

threatenings. She can scarcely fail of being a beautiful 
woman. Shall we wish her to be a wit, after reading 
the story of Floretta and the epitaph on my mother ? 
When I said, " Why did you name her person before 
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her mind. Doctor Johnaon?" "Just because every- 
body can judge of the one, and hardly anybody can 
judge of the other," was the truly wise reply. 

Hayley and I were never friends, you know ; Lady 
Sophronia'a character and that of Dr. Eumble in some 
of hia never-read writings, only lost our good will, and 
got no admiration from any one. The epigrun on him 
and Miss Seward were among the things Sammy Ljwina 
used to read with a world of humotu-.* I much wonder 
what became of that man's literary gleanings. Dear 
Conway's kind offer of buying them instantly for me, 
should tbey be set for sale, would have won my heart if 
he had not guned it before ; but I hope the danger is 
over now. 

Meanwhile I was right in saying that such small 
knaveries or follies will merge in the grand knavery of 
these Rnsaellsf and Burdetta, who really should be 
more careful than they are of their own interest ; and 
when they are galvanising the otherwise inert populace, 
should mind and not exert too strong a power, as the 
modem phraseology terms it. The monstrous engine 
they Eire by steam and vapour nusing agunst Govern- 
ment will fall upon and crush us all under its weight. 
Siu in Milton acted as they do precisely, for — 
" . , , . She opened ; but to Bhut 
Excell'd her power : tiie gates wide open stood, 
Tbat with ezp&nded winga b, bamter'd host 
Uoder epiead ensigns mftiching, might paaa thro' 

* She Mid of hia laugh, " Sam does not laugh but crow." 
t Alluding to Lord John (now Earl) Husaell's and Sir Francis 
Bimtetf » advocacy of Eeform in Parliament. 
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Witli hone and choriott nuk'd in loo«e arrej : 

So wide (Ley stood, and like a fuiuoce month 

Coat forth redounding smoke and niddy flame. 

Before their eyea in audden -riew appear 

The secretA of the hoary deep — a dark 

Olimitable ocean — without bound, 

Without dimenaioa, where length, breadth, and height, 

And time, and place are loat." 

We had a geatleman here yesterday who attracted 
much notice. He was young and handsome, had ten 
lovely children, moat of them females, by a beautiful 
lady, who, being of this new persuasion, seduced her 
husband to own her opiuions, and half break the heart 
of his good father, the learned and pious Sir Abraham 
Elton, eighty-six years old. Well, a Mr. Bogers was 
telling me all this yester-moming, and added that young 
Elton was a fine actor once in private theatricals, but 
that he was a serious man now, forbore to play at cards, 
or dance, or see a play; aud was supposed to write 
Hunt's speeches for him, and send essays to the office 
in Loudon where Deism and French philosophy are 
taught, under direction of Mr. Carlisle : but oh I what 
was my sense of horror at 5 o'clock the same dreadful 
yesterday, to hear that this man was raving round the 
town in fruitleae pursuit of his two sons — one fourteen, 
the other sixteen years of age, both good swimmers — 
both certainly and irrecoverably drowned. • 

H.L.P. 

* This puagraph would have been Buppreaaed in mj first 
edition had I been aware that it was a mere piece of watering- 
phice gomf, or remembered that Mr. (afterwafda Sir Choilce) 
Elton WM the &tlier of Sir Arthur Hallam £tb>n, the preeant 
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To Sir James Fdloviea. 

No. 8, Gay St, Bath, 

Sunday, 24 Oct 1819. 

CoNGEATULiTB me, dear Sir James Fellowes, on my 
return from a place where, as I told you, the name of 
Hammersley was unknown. They eaid if he was a 
Bath shopkeeper or Bristol merchant, they would take 
his drafts, not else : so far behind Denbigh or St. 
Asaph. They had, however, heard of Mr. Carlisle*, 
and were not sure but he was right, for there were 
many opinions. Mine is, that Lord Byron's book 
(Cain) will do more mischief than his; and you see 
there is a cheap edition advertised, in order to dissem- 
inate the poyson. Why, the yellow fever is not half as 
mischievous. You are sadly wanted in Spain just now. 
A lady told me since I came home, that the plague 
was wanted here to thin our numbers and correct our 
vices. Were ever such opinions broached before? 
were ever such ideas of right uid wrong entertained in 
this country till now ? I certainly have lived long and 

Baronet It is reprinted Bolely to ^ve m6 an opportunify of cor- 
Tectiag the Mse impreesioa conveyed by it. Mr. Elton was not 
seduced by his wife to adopt lier creedi, and his Unitarian opi- 
nions had no tinge of scepticism. He subsequently letunied to 
the Clinn± of England for reaaona stated in bis "Second 
Tbougbts on the Person of Christ" In a poem entitled "The 
Brothels," he describes the circumstances of bis bereavement, 
which occurred when Sir Abraham iat(m was nxty-nine not 
^hty-ono. 
* The publisher of Fiune's " Age of Beason " and other in£del 
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never heard them. Lord Fitzwilliam's dismissal * fills 
every mouth. 

Why, we shall be divided soon, like the Hebrew 
alphabet, into radicals aad eerviles. But here come 
Sir Henry and Lady Baynton, and a boy that was just 
bom when I saw him last, now an elegant lad — bien 
mani6re — aad so like his pretty mamma, I quite 
admired him. Mercy on me I how the generations of 
mortal man do spring up I to dance the dance of life 
from top to bottom of the long room. 

"Tbe three black Onces, Law, Phjaick, and DiTiiiity, 
Walk hand in hand along the Strand and dance La Pilule : 
Trade leaTea her connter, Alma her latinitj, 
Frond and Tain with Mr, Paine to go to BcfaooL 
Should jou want advice at law, you'll little gain lij asking it : 
Your lawyer's Dot at Weetminster, he is busy Pat de Batqumg it. 
Should you wish a tooth tfl loee and run to Wayte for drawing it, 
He can't poasibly attend — he's demi Queue de Chat'ing it : 
Hud neighbour, nm : all L(mdon is qnadriiliug i^ 
While order and sobriety dance Diw-4-Aw," 

These are clever Mr. Smith's clever vereee, \h& man 
who wrote the Rejected Addresses, and were sent me 
by one of the faehionables. 



To Sir James Fellowes. 

Bath, Monday, 17th Jan. 1820. 
YouE wonderful friend, my dear Sir James Fellowes, 
will be most wonderfiiUy disappointed if she cannot 
boast your appearance at her last concert, &c.; her last 

• From the Lord-Lieutenancy of Torkshire. 
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foolery ! such a foolery 1 but you will come, smd ao will 
Lady Fellowee, and youx sister is sure of it, and so is 
your H. L. P. The frost breaks gently, and I hope 
when spring returns we shall have compensation for 
this cruel Siberian winter. It has killed the poor half 
crazy lady that our friend Miss Williams lived with ; 
she died last night suddenly of the cramp in her 
stomach, and I know not how the brother and Miss 
WUliams will manage, either to pai-t or live together : 
because the sister was a sunk fence you know, and if 
they do not marry or separate, why the people will cry 
ha I ha 1 Well, 'tis a blest thing to be fourscore, and I 
would not be younger for the world I am going to quit 
My health and spirits are good, and my friends are very 
good to me, and I can be as kind to them as I please, — 
defying scandal and the " Morning Post." 

These verses were brought me to-day. Mr. Mant, 
who wrote them, heard some uninvited lady exclaim, 
" Lord 1 will this Mrs. Piozai never have done singing 
and dancing I " he instantly replied : — 

" Sweet Puritans 1 don't frown severe 
On dear Piozzi's dance and cheer ; 
Groaning beneath your loads of sin. 
She does not bid you enter in ; 
But mindful of youth's happy day, 
When innocence was glad and gay 
(Now well assur'd tiiat joy alone 
Can to the pure of heart be known) 
She bids the ignorant of wrong i 

Her dance attend — a jovial throng 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



And ftiends long-loy'd elie calls to see 
The scenes of lirelinefls aod glee. 
Nor least will they that gladoeas prize 
Who only come to sympatihise : 
Induced by argomenta so weighty, 
She dares to gire a ball at eighty." 

Well, verses are fine things, and 

Praises are pretty things, tis true : 
Yet, to a well turned mind, the pain 

Of making them, indeed, our due, 
Is the best pleasure we can gain. 

And I would rather see how my book stands at 
Hammersley's than any poetry of my own or my 
neighbours. People of letters are never people of 
figures, it is said ; yet I have always been taught that 
two and two make four ; and when it appears that they 
make only three, I feel very nervous and very cross. 
We have got a new actress to supply the loss of Miss 
O'Neill — I like her best in a room though. Adieu ! and 
hasten to Bath as Mr. Fiozzi used to say — Tton &e 
tempo da perdere — if you would wish to see untom 
to pieces for cards of admission, yours and your dear 
family's ever grateful and faithful 

H.L. P. 
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To Sir James Fdlowes. 

Tuesday Erening, April 4th, 182a 

. . . The CSte was a long promised foolery, and can 
never happen again, and did do exactly what I meant it 
should ; it procured me the power of making Conway's 
benefit equal to Warde's, notwithetajiding Miss Wrough- 
ton's party, &c. He has left our town and otir stage 
now, and I shall trouble my head no more with theatri- 
cal affairs, except to remunerate charming Mr. Loder's 
loyalty, who would not be seduced from my orchestra to 
that of Mr.' Ashe : let ladies, and beauties, and pecuniary 
inducements go which way they would. Au reste, your 
sister says she is bilious, and must go to Cheltenham. 
I feel very sorry, but the dear doctor's constitution 
seconds him through all acts of heroism. He wa^ 
screaming with gout to-day : gout in his foot, the 
roughest and most regular fit he has experienced these 
seven years. The torture of all those horrid operations, 
he swears, was noticing of pain to what he now sufTers : 
so true is it that God Almighty does not trust the rod 
of reproof out of his own hand, nor suffer mortals to 
inflict upon each other, what natural illnesses, gout, 
stone, and the pai^ of parturition impose on us all 
every day in the course of nature. I am glad it is so ; 
for our new masters, le peuph aouvera/in, would, I fear, 
prove rough dispensers of punishment, and kind beha- 
viour does not seem to excite the courtesy, expected by 
those who so willingly make that Kow-Tow to Messrs. 
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Hunt, Cobbet and Co^ which they ecomed to beatow on 
the Emperor of China. 

You hftve heard how the Duke of Marlborough was 
received here with hoots and hisses, and the arrest of 
his carriage and horses. Lord Charles Churchill, who 
attended, scarcely could protect him, and he ran for 
refuge to a rich half-crazy lady in the Crescent, from 
whence he came to a poor half-guperaanoated lady. 
No. 8, Gay Street, who he caUed his earliest friend, 
said how kind I had been to him when a sick little boy 
at Streatham, fifty years ago : how I had given him a 
little Shetland pony to ride, and bo I did sure enough, 
but had forgotten it. Poor wretched man ! We dine 
together to-day. 

To Ske Jamee FeUowea. 

13th April, 1820. 

AsE not the Radicals in Scotland gay fellows to attack 
the military eabre A la mam? Dear me ! when a re- 
bellion not better organised, or very, very little better, 
made head against the reigning family in the year 1745, 
people laid down knife and fork, and began to pray, or 
to run, or to fight on one side or other. We are now so 
improved in philosophy that we do not even lay down 
our cards, or make the hanging up nineteen prisoners 
of war — within 300 mUes of the Capital — any part of 
our conversation. 

I am glad meanwhile that you intend to act as ma- 
gistrate in these strange times. It were to be wished 
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that the clergy might he exempted from that duty. 
They are enough hated as it is, and Bome one told me 
that the bishops were hooted and hissed going to a fine 
London dinner, I forget at whose house. 



To Sir Jamea FeUowes, 

No. 36, Royal Crescent, Clifton, near Bmtol, 
Tuesday, 27th June, 1820. 

LoBD, Sir I what heats are these ? natural, civil, poli- 
tical : a conflagration of men's minds wUl make them 
tindery as your ship two hours before it took fire, and 
make all ready for a general burning. This place and 
weather are really very like Naples, and my face now 
is tanned like one of their biscuita. I recollect no such 
season since I spent mine at Ezmouth. Dear Fiozzi 
left me there a fortnight, while he went to London, and 
lived with Archdeacon Hamilton. My employment was 
to make up my " Journey Book " for the press ; my 
amusements, to send him love-letters and verses, among 
which these come most readily to my mind (printed in 
Vol I. p. 321). 

The plural number was used because Mrs. Mostyn, 
then a child, was with me. 

The heat was intense, I remember, and when he re- 
turned, we ran to see the lyona of the neighbourhood, 
Plymouth, Powderham Castle, and Mount Edgecumbe. 
I think 'tis exactly thirty years ago, when I was amused 
by the ill-timed eulogium pronounced by a vulgar fellow 
on Shenstone's Leasowes. We were going over the 

3 
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Terrace with a heap of wonder-see'erB, juat sach a hot 
day as this is at Lord Edgecmnbe's : a man showing off 
the prospect, &c. "Ay, Sir," aays a rich-looking- in- 
habitant of Highgate or Hampstead ; " it is very fine, 
sure, considering how far we are from London, but my 
wife likes a tower, and we always does go somewhere, 
seeing our pockets is pretty warm, ha, ha, ha ! and so 
last year we goes to her relations at Hales Owen, and 
there I saw a sweet place — did not us, lovey? with 
an inland prospect, such as I can see with my eyes, not 
a good sight eiUier — and river fish." 

"WTiy," says dear Sir James Fellowes, "you are just 
like the man you laugh at, Mrs. Piozzi. To be tell- 
iDg old stories now, when every body is thinking, at 
least talking, of the Queen." Ferhaps so, but I am ill- 
provided with argument pour ou oontre, and feel to- 
wards a general topic, as a pretty woman feels towards 
a general mourning if black does not become her com- 
plexion. So here I sit crying — 

"All conquering heat, oh, iul^mit thf wrath, 
And OD mj throbbing temples, potent thus, 
Beam not bo fierce." 

But, at eighty-one years old, pride should be burned 
out, and shall be. I will set in the West, and find some 
sea-beaten shore to foiget tiie fallacious world in. Three 
weeks more in this lovely spot will, I trust, suffice ; and 
then, as the Irish lady said, I may take lave of the com- 
pany without an apology. 
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To Sir James FeUowes. 

No. 36, Eoyal Crescent, Cliflon, 

Sunday, 16th July, 1820. 

" NoTHiNS 80 dull as a consolatory letter," eaya some 
pert wit of tlie last age. True ; but this need not be 
dull for that reason, as it will not try to obtrude in- 
sipid consolation. Lord Gwydir is dead, and I am 
very sorry; happiest that we were no better acquainted, 
for then I should' have been more sorry at his loss. 

I saw expected the stroke, though shrinking from 

it ; and yet, without death, toils, virtues, hopes would 
make but one chimera. I will go wait for mine at the 
Land's End, a proper place enough, if bordering on the 
ocean of eternity. This place adds to the small but 
strong threads that fasten one to life ; . . it is so heau- 
ti^ : the situation so like Xaples ; the view so like 
that from Brynbella, but too expensive. 



To Sir Jamea FelUmes. 

Penzance, lath August, 1820. 
" How happy is the hlftinelesB vestal's lot, 
The world forgetting, hy the world forgot ! " 

says old H. L. Piozzi at eighty- one, and dear Sir James 
Fellowes, as he well may, laughing at her; but any 
antiquated joke is better than too long and too seriously 
to lament, as I fear our dear-loved Doctor does, the 
common fete of humanity in poor Lord Gwydir. What- 
ever we lose in this world we cannot very long be 
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sorrowing for. My life, and that of your excellent 
father, though drawn out to such uncommon length, 
are but as points imperceptible aa this, in the folio- 
pa^ of eternity, to which we are approaching like the 
Becond-band upon a stop-watcb, that moves round 
while we look off and on i^ain. " Yea, but all this did 
I know before," say you; "it would be better tell about 
Penzance." 

To Miss WiUoughby. 

Peniance, Ftydfty, 25th Aogiut, 1820. 

DocTOB Johnson said that after the full flow of 
London conversation, every place was a blank ; I won- 
der what he would have thought of dull Penzance? 
We had a Spenceiana in our hands at Streatham Park 
while he was writing the Poeta' Lives; and when I 
borrowed the Anecdotes at Bath, there was little quite 
new, but it seemed to me that Spence was partial. 

My paper, the "Morning Post," about three days 
back mentions a case in point to the present upon 
tryal.* What can he mean? I have cudgelled my 
brains, and turned over Wraxall's "Memoirs" in vain, 
though the event was in 1780, the editor saya, a year I 
remember but too well. Ask Mrs. Fox if she can gueaa 
what stoiy he aUudes to, and tell me what wonderB 
Lord Byron is come home to do, for I see his arrival in 
the paper. His grandmother was my intimate friend, 
a Cornish lady, Sophia Trevanion, wife to the Admiral, 

• The Queen's Trial. 
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pour BBS p6ch^, and we called her Mrs. Bivoa always, 
after the French raaniter. The friends you live among 
are more likely to know facta concerning Atterbur/s 
tryal tliaii I am, and where to find the letter, for euch 
a letter there is, sure enough. Pope's letter to the 
Bishop at parting is pretty, and tender, and to^lchant ; 
but I have not a good edition of Swift here, and the 
reading people of fliis town study only what is under 
ground, neglectful of the superficies. We have a geo- 
logical school here, and professors ; better than Weston- 
super-Mare, you'll say, where two books only were to 
be found in the place, a Bible and a Paradise Lost, 
I bought them both. 

To Sir James Fellowee. 

Penzance, 23rd Sept. 1820. 
I Meanwhile, here am I at Penzance. *' Ay," says the 
fool, in Shakespear'a "As You like It," "here am I 
in the Forest of Ardennes, thou fool I." But 'tia plain 
my fancy was not guided by his, who admonishes mortal 
man not to dwell either in a ditch, or on a terrace; 
you h&YB always found me either in the one or on the 

other. 

Prosperity does make, or keep people good-humoured, 
and if I can live to the 10th of July, 1821, I will be 
good-humoured too ; unless the radicals break up our 
funds entirely. For love of the Queen and the country, 
Cobbet did say in some of his papers three years ago, 
what a pleasure it would be to see 300,000 people starv- 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



ing ; for then we should get rid of six individuab to 
him very obnoxious. A cheerful calculation I For my 
own part, however, I hope to come out next year with 
the swallows, if possible : they, and the sun, and your 
most humble servant, are all half torpid, or retired at 
least during winter ; and they tell me there is no winter 
at Penzance. A lady said here the other day, that she 
went to Taunton last year, to see skaiting — a diversion 
she had often heard of, and that she was gratified du- 
ring her absence &om home with a heavy fall of snow. 
I rather fancy there is some truth in all this, because 
of the shrubs in eveiy little garden plot : rhododen- 
dron now in beauty ; myrtles covered with bloom, like 
Italy ; and the arbutus high as an apple-tree, very hand- 
some indeed, non omnes arbuaia juvant, kumUeeque 
vnyriccB; and if I am doomed to six months' exile, 
the finding myself in Botany Bay will afford smiill 
consolation. Old Mends in leather jackets, the books, 
do not desert me, and new &iends are civil, send me 
figs and peaches, and invite me to their little parties, 
where we play sixpenny whiat comfortably enough. 
Apropos to whist, you see the Duke of Grafton's papers 
explained nothing concerning who wrote Junius. 

To Sir Jamea Fdhwea. 

Pemance, Wedsraday, 4tti Jan. 1821. 
Thx Bath newspaper tells of a clergyman at New- 
bury, who has prayed for the Queen ever since Greorge 
4th'e accession, but who is now forbidden to do so by 
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his Bishop. Old Eeadon, Eishop of Bath and Wells, is 
in articulo mortie, I understand, and probably Dr. Hall, 
if he is the bold man who etept forward with the pro- 
hibition, win succeed him. Llandafif was treated yery 
roughly on less provocation by half. Fine times I are 
they not. The retrospect may be entertaining to the 
century; but this, young as it is, will smart, I think, 
before the year 1850. 

Pourriture avant matnritS, as the great Frederick 
of Prussia used to deprecate for bis own government. I 
have never bad courage to look in "Thraliana" since 
my arrival ; so little does looking backward delight me. 
At eighty-one years old tis time to begin reconnoi- 
tring, when we know that retreat is impossible. Twenty 
years, y mas, have elapsed, since my two quartos were 
sent out, like Hamlet's father, with all their imperfec- 
tions on their bead. Well I no matter. 

's pretty wife is screaming, I believe : she has 

outlived two acconcbenrg. No wonder : I do think a 
country practitioner (meaning a medical man of all 
work) should have an iron constitution.* Those who 
said no snow was ever seen at Penzance, dealt in 
fiction and fable ; here is a heavy snow this moment, 
and but that the sea is open . enough, God knows, I 
should call it a polar winter. Dr. Parry's son will 
go again, it seems, for another 5000i. ; other induce- 
ment there can be none, and the most curious cir- 

* In one of her maj^nal notes she quotes the eaying of a die- 
tin^uiahed lawyer (Popham) that a judge should have a &ce of 
haae, a congtitutdou of iron, and a bottom of lead. 
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cumstaDCe of the voyage is od account given by one of 
the officers, how his Irish setter, a tall smooth spaniel, 
attracted the attentions of a ebe-wolf on Melville Is- 
land, who made love to the handsome dandy, and seduced 
him at length to end his days with her and her rough- 
haired family, refiiaing every invitation of return to tie 
ship ; a certain proof that dt^, fox, jackall, &c. are only 
accidental varietieB ; while lupo is head of the house, 
penkennedil, as Welsh and Cornish people caU it. 

To WiUiam, Doraet Fellowea, Esq. 

Penzance, Uth FebruAiy, 1621. 

CoMWAT is in high favour at Bath, the papers say ; so 
indeed do private letters. That young man's value vrill 
he one day properiy appreciated ; and then you and I 
will be found to have been quite right all along. 

TeU me about Miss Wilson meanwhile, and whether 
'tis somewhat in the Billington style, that she is excel- 
ling all the world 8o. My heart tells me 'tis a long 
continued warble like hers which ever fascinates both 
skilful and unskilful critics; and which is more the gift 
of nature than of art. 

But I hate reasoning down our own enjoyments ; tis 
like buming down rubies in a concave glass : the French 
never do it, and you will soon visit them, I dare say. 
En attendant je voua souhaite. Monsieur — it was a 
bishop's wish, you know — Paris en ce monde, Paradia 
pn Vavirre. 
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No. 10, Sion Row, Ciiflon, 
16th March, 1821. 

It is almost time to tell you what a providence 
watched over your old friend at Exeter, after my Iett«r 
was written, at three o'clock, Sunday morning. The 
bed was very high, and getting into it^ I set my foot on 
a light chair, which flew from the pressure, and re- 
venged it on my leg in a terrible manner. 

The wonder is, no bones were broken ; only a cruel 
bruize and slight tear, and we trotted on hither, after 
cathedral service, at which I hardly could kneel to thank 
God for my escape. 

"Not a mouse stirring," the French translators of 
Hamlet rendered, " Je n'ai pas entendu un souris 
trotter." Our mouse could not trot without your assist- 
ance ; with it, he performed his journey beautifully ; 
though I did feel a horrid pai^ about my own impru- 
dence, running into a dirty cottage on the road, full of 
the small-pox. Long live vaccination, however, and 
Dr. Jenner who first devised it. 

Sunday, 18th, 
Here is a storm worthy of Mount's Bay ; your billows 
must roar finely this morning. Bessy would not trust 
me to church, I should have been blown down the hill, she 
says. So since Mr. Le G-ris's blessing has helped bring 
me safe hither, I must not press it further, but sit pret^ 
and put my leg upon a chair, instead of my foot. Was 
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not it a horrible accident? and in the dead of the night 
so 1 Dr. ForbeB will he very sorry, for poor H. L. P., 
always a blue, now a black and blue, lady, bruised, say 
you, from top to toe? — "My Lord, &om head to foot." 

To Sir Jamea FeUowea. 

24ih March, 1831, Sunday Homing, 

YorB letter only came last night. 

My dear Sir James Fellowee, though a tardy corre- 
spondent is always a kind one. True it is, that your 
sister has seduced me to dine with her on Tuesday 
next; and rejoyce in our friend Conway's success, which 
I hope to witness on Monday evening. 

True it is, that I arrived at Clifton on the 12th 
March, escaping the stormy equinox, which must have 
shaken poor Penzance to the foundation. It is built 
upon the sand, so no wonder. True it is, that I hope 
to shew myself to you unimpaired, as to appearance ; 
but my value will be lessened because I have broken my 
ehin. Is not that the case now and then with a quick 
goer ? Sleeping in Bussel Street, however, would not 
do. I have asked Miss Williams to dine with Mrs. 
Pennington and me at the Elephant and Castle, where 
I will set up my repose, and keep my 1. e. g. — my elegy 
— in good repair. Mrs. Pennington is quite poetical,' 
always eloquent on that, and every subject. Since my 
arrival at Sion Hill, — for there I occupy a lodging till 
my house in the Crescent is ready, — two parcels 
directed by dying friends, have given me a mournful 
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Bensation : they ore letters written by me to them in 
distant days, I know not how happy. You will have to 
look them over after my deatJi, and I dare say they are 
better than those I write now. My intention, however, 
is not to be in haste: though Salusbury seemed to 
apprehend his journey would be long and expensive if 
I died at Penzance. So here is poor aunt at the em- 
bouchure of his favourite Eiver Severn, and here he 
may come after the 10th of July to look aft«r the 
demise and the l^acy [leg I see] ; but he must stay 
away till I have put my house in order." 



Elephant at Bath, and {oxmi her and Mra. Pennington. She was 
in high spirits, joking about the l.'e.g. She dined with my 
father and sister, at No. 7, Kusaell Street, and was throughout the 
evening the admiiatioii of the companj, amongst whom were Mrs. 
Pennington, the ladj ho often mentioned in Anna Seward's cor- 
respondence as the beautiful and agreeable Sophia Weston; 
Admiral Sir Henry Bayntum, G.C.B,, a dialingTiiahed na^al oiEcer 
at the battle of Trafalgar ; Mr. Lutwyche (Mr, Lutwyche's house 
in Marlborougb-buildings was celebrated for its hospitality, and as 
the resort of all the most agreeable society at Bath. Mrs. L. was 
the daughter of Sir Noah Thomas, a baronet and distinguished 
physician) ; and Mr, Conway, the actor, who was held in high 
estimation for his excellent private character. He fell overboard 
and was drowned on his paaaage from New York," — Sir J. 
Felhum. 
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his afTectation of great nicety 

of paUte, i. IT. 
■ his rondneai for late hour*, i. 

IR. 

hii fit! of depresion, i. SO. 

_— hii aterling lirtuea, L 30. 
hia houiehold, as described by 

Lord Haciulay, L SI. 
his linn on the death of 

LeTet, i. SS. 
^^— eociety in which ha moTcd, L 

25. 
hit rercronoe for biihopi. 1. 

as. 

hi* " Live* of the Poett," i. 

ST. 

- bit behaTiour in tba toeiety of 

woman, i. 39. 

- — bii fandncn for feniale aooiety, 

i. SI. 

nvpning with pros- 



Johnaon, Dr. Samael, bia Latin ode 

to Mn. Tbrale tianalated by 

Mr, Miloei, i. 3T. 
his (encs on Mfi. Thrala's 

thirtySfth biilhday, i. SS. 
^^^ his gloomy apprebenaiona of 

death, i. 43. 
his dislike at b«Qg painted 

with bis defects, i. 43. 
his conTenatioos at Streatbam 

Parit, i. 45, 4T. 
bis iDterriaw with Lord Maicb- 

moal, i. 46. 
bis epigram on Mary Astoo, i. 



and the Athenians, L SI. 
his opinion of^ and reqieel for, 

Mrs. Thrale, i. S3, 57. 
• bis translations Crom Boethiufc 

L SS. 
and tale of the ** Fountains," i. 

5S. 
bis introduction to Miss BuT- 

n«y, i 63. 
— .'^ hii account of the children of 

Mr. Langlon, i. 61. 

his story of Bet Flint, i, 66. 

bia remarki on hi* own polite- 

nesi^ L 6B, niKe. 
the nkoralisl and the batter of 

Southwirk,L Tl. 
Mr. Thrale'* intention of bring- 
ing Johnson into Parliamait, 



— portrait of Johnson by Douglity, 

i. 74. 

— hii attention to domestic eoono- 



titutes, L 33, »olt. 






T5. 


by, L 33. 


. hU answer to Sit John Lade, 


and for Molly Aston, u 33. 


i. T8. 


hi. wife, i. 33. 


hi. fbndi»ss for town lite, i. 


hii remarks on Iotb, i. 34. 


T9. 


hisgalianlry, i. 3£,66. 


— .— hi* opinion of hunting, i 


probable causes of his kng 


79. 




his delight in eairiage trarel- 


136. 


ling, i. 80. 






Uta. Thrale, i 36. 


i. SI. 
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Johoion, Dr. Samuel, hia i'luj of ■ 

tour ia Wilet, I 82. 
hiidesciiptioDof Bicby Gnug, 






o tbe L^neltoiu, i. 
itoSil Lynch Cot- 



• hU tour ID France. L 90. 

~-. — • inMaaee of hii oeoauooal im- 

prutuability, l 90. 
hU friendship for. end oplnioa 

of, Baretli, L 92. 

— hi* eridenct on the trial of 

Buelti, i. 95. 
Dr. Catnpbeli'a deivription of 

him, i. 99, lOa 
I bia rapid writing, L 103. 
atory of hia n-ant of Grnuieaa, 

i, 1 82. 
bia adTiee to Mra. Tfanle on 

the death of her buaband, L 

136, 137. 
appoiDied one of the eiecntora, 

^■^ bia r^ird for Mr. Thrals, L 

155. 
— - hia feeling! toverdi Mrs. 

Hirale, i. 157. 

hia farewell to Streatham, i. 

177. 
hii hut year at Streatbam, L 

179. 
■ hia Tiiit to Brighton with the 

Thrslea, i. 186. 
hia rudenen to Mr, Fepya, i. 



— his aepantion IVom Mn. 
Thrale, i. 901. 

— hli parting with Mn. Hirale, 



EX. 471 

her marriage with Mr. Koiii, 

1.213, 217,336, 

Johnaon, Dr. Samuel, his fbelinga 
on Mrs. Thrale's tecond mar- 
riage, i. S49. 

was he a laitor for the hand of 

Mn, Thrale? L 250, 257. 

Mias Sevard'a account of his 

lores, i. 256. 

his romance and worldliness, 

i, S59. 

his last days, L 261, 



- hia tudeneaa, i. 281, 293, 

- hia lecort to Pottinger, L 3S3. 

- bia habitual disregard for the 

rules of good breeding, i. 
2S4, 
-' coulroTcrsy kindled hy the 
publiulion of the " Tour tO 
the Hebridea," and " Anec< 
dotea of Ur, Jahntoa," L 3B5. 

- ^ X«ettera froni and to tbe late 

Samuel Johnson, LL.D,," i, 
307, 

- bia letter on Death, i. 310. 

- Sayer'a print of "Jobnaon's 
Gbost," L 330. 

I young heir 
i. 340. 

a plagiarism, il. 



son," ii, 13S, 

lod oa hia ** Lifea of the 
Poeta," il 132, 
ne* on hia portrait. iL 179, 
lis " Prayen and MeditB< 
lioDi," U. 383. 



Keui, Edmund, iL 354, S5S. 

Keep, Mr., ii. 75. 

Keilb, Admiral Lord, hia marriage 

with Miss Tbrale, L 357. 
Keith, Lady, See Thrale^ Miaa. 
Kemble, Charles, ii. 334. 
Kemble, Joho, ii. 3S9. 
King, Hon. Mrs., a 19. 31. 
Knife, * eraea written wUh », i, 140. . 
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i.335. 
L«la, Ladf, ii. S3. 

Jobown'* miMik* on, L T^. 

bn eonierntioa vhh Johnaon 

■bgut her lOll, L 78. 
Lade, Sir John, aceount of, i. TS, 



■ addreaaed 



- Jobn* 

to. i. S'iO. 

cuicatura at, ii. RTl. 

LunnignoD, Prendent, bii line*, ii. 

4ia 
LiDgtOD, Beimet, Esq., Jobnson's 
nmark on, i. 48. 

■ and on bis children, i. 64. 

limy ot iL 370. 

Lee, the post, his reading of lene, 

i. 185. 
I.ee, Dr., muter of Baliol, L 159. 
Lnoester, Robert Dudle;, Earl of, 

ii. S3a 
Lei^ton, &i Baldwin, ii. 435. 
Lennox, Lady Sarah, ii. 114. 
Leopold, King of the Belgians, ii. 

323. 
" Letters to and IVom the late Samuel 
Johnson, LLD.," publica- 
tion of, i. 307; ii. 218. 



Leret, Mr. Robert, 

boiue, i. SI. 

Jobnaoii'a Uu 



in Dr. Jobnion'i 



n the death of, 



Llewenny Hall, ii. 7, 283, 378. 
Lioyd, Col. Thomas, L 89. 
London, verses for and against, i' 

Lort, Rev. Dr., i. 47, 305; ii. IBS. 
Loughborough, Lord, his remar 

on BeiOamin Franklin, ii. 113. 
Love, Dr. Johnaoa'a rematlii on, i 






34. 
Luttreil, Simon, the 

Hell," u. 83. 
Lutwfche, Mr., ii. 311. 
Lysons, Rev. Daniel, iL 443. 
Lysons, Rev. Samuel, of Hemp- 
stead Court, hii colleotiafl of 
books and MSS., iL 8IT. 



Lyions, Rev. Slunuel, letten &oid 

Mrs. Pioiii to, ii. 318. 
his collection of scraps, ii. 

442. 

his death, ii. 441 . 

Lynns ftmily, notice of the. ii.2l7. 
Ljrttellon, George Lord, cause of 

Dr. Johnson's dislike for, L 

SB, 143. 



remarks on Johnson's Life o( 

Lyttellon, Lady, il. 100. 

Macaulay, Lord, his opinion of 

fioswell as a iHt^iapber, i. 4. 

and of the value of the Pioiii 



- his remarks on Croker's Bos- 

well's " JidmsoD," i. 39. 

- and on Madame D'Arblay's 

" Memoirs " and " Diary," 
i. 184. 
.- bis summary of Mrs. Plozsi's 
imputed ill-treatment of Dr. 
Johnson, i. 362. _ 



irriOKe. 



md of Dr. 



Johnson's banishment from Streat- 

ham, i. 262. 
Malherbe, anecdote of, ii. 157. 
Mallet, Mr. and Mrs., iL 16a 
Maltian. Count, iL 100. 
Mann, Sir Horace, at Fiorenee, i. 

334. 
Mannen of 1788, L 59. 
Mant, his verses, ii. 449. 
Manucci, Count, il. 68. 
March, Lord. i. 59. 
Marchmont, Lord, Johnson's inter- 



Marriage, Dr. Johnson's remains on, 
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Mendieanti, tbe, of Venice, L 333. 

Merry, Mr., ii. 93, 197. 

Millies, Bicbard Moocktoo, Esq., 

M. P., tail InmtUlion of John- 

son'i Latin Ode to Mn. Thrale, 

i,37. 
Milton, John, Mrs. Picaii'i remarks 

on, ii. 134. 
Monkton, Misi,(aftetirarda CouDteas 

of Cork) and Dr. Johnson, i. S9. 

Montagu, Mn., one of the fbundeTs 

of the Blue Stocking Club, 

i. as, 14S. 

her " Esay on Shakipeare," L 

sTi, ese. 

. Johnion'a story of, !. 996. 
Mrs. Pioni's remarks on her 

conduct, i. 143, 303. 
Montcalm, hii dying vordi, ii. 118. 
Moore, Thomas, his "Journal" 

quoted. L 344, 353, 361 ; iL 39, 



i. isa 



— her " Village Polilics," ii, 254. 

ber ill-treatment, iL 358. 

her opinion of Dr. Johnson's 

Letters to Mrs. Thrale, i. 313. 
Moatyn, Mrs , i. 236. 
MulgTBTe, Lord, aod Burke, ii. 1 16. 
Murphy, Mr., inlroducea Johnson 
into the ftmily of Mr. Thrale, 
L 11. 
. lines on hit portrait, iL 1 74. 

— his song, " Attend all ye &ir," 

ii.S95. 
his portiait by BeymJd^ ii. 



Nelson, Lord. ii. 349. 
Neabit, Mrs., U. 37. 
Neabitc, Mn., ii. SS. 
Nicholson, Miss, i. 267, 368. 



Omai, the Sandwich Islander, L 317. 
O'Neill, Miss, i. 357 [ ii- 403, 404. 
compared vith Mrs. Siddons, 

Otvay's hag, ii. 137. 

Paap, Simon, tbe direrf, ii. 332. 
Pacchierotti, tbe singer, i. 165. 
Parini, the Abbste, his impromptu 

on Mongolfier's balloon, ii. 297. 
Paris, English in, in IBIS, ii. 336. 
Parker, Dr., his romplimentoiy 

verses u> Mrs. Thrale, ii. 87. 
Parr, Dr., his correapondenee with 

Mrs. Pioui, i. 305. 
Parry, Dr. C, H 418. 
Parry, Sir E., ii. 418, 440, 46a 
Parsons. Mr., his serses to Venus, 



o Mis. 



i. 61. 



t Oifbrd. 



Parsons, Nancy, and the Duke of 

Grafton, i. 59. 
Pasquin and Cardioal Zsnetti, iL 

117. 
Pearce, Zachary, anecdote of,i. 210, 
Felhim, Mr., iL 131. 

Garrlck's Imes on, il. 121, 

Pennington, Mrs., L 363; ii. 463, 

464, nott. 
her letter to Miss Willougliby, 

quoted, L 36S. 
Penrice, Sir Henry, ii. 16. 
Penzance, Mrs. Pioaai at,»il 462. 
Fepys, Mi., i. 186. 

Johnson's rudeness to. L 186. 

Fepys, Sir Lucas, i. 188. n^t. 373. 
Fepys, Sir William, i. 



■marks < 



s. Tbrale's 



Offley PImc, U. IT, 19. 



second marriage, i. 253. 

- his impromptu, ii. 312. 
Perkins, Mr., L 135, 165, 186, note, 

303. 

- Mrs. Tbrale's letters to, re- 
Arred to, i. 70. 

. and the print of Dr. Johnson, 

Persians, the, in I^ndon, in ISIB, 

ii. 415. 
Pindar, Peter, bis enumeration of 
Dr. Johnson's fhTouiile 
dishes, quoted, i. 15. 
^— bis satire on Boswell and Mrs. 

Fitat\, quoted, i. 287. 
Piozzi, Mrs.,hermoralchiraeter,L4. 
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474 

Ficiii, Mn., *alu« uid Bttnctlon «f 

har writinp, L 5. 
^— liM of the p>pcn eo 

the prewDt work, L 5. 
-^ her " Ti«li«i»«," i. 6, ^. 
—^ bet maiiiage ta Hr, Thrale, i. 

II. 
— bn* tint JDtioductioD lo Dr. 
1, i. 11 ( ii S5. 
i,LS8. 
— — Johiuon*! Terui and ode lo 

bn, ii. 36 — S», 
-^ ;eu of bar birtb, L 39. 

her [WTMoal ■ppMraiwe, L 41, 

her hapdwriting, i. 43, 

— — btr portrait b; Roeha, L 43. 
and bj Sir Jo^ua Rejmoldi 

and Hogarth, i. 44. 



— JohnMm'i oplnioD of bei 

S3. 

— ber tradiUlioiu from Boethlua, 

■ "" 'i. 86. 



■8 pieces, 1. 



— her " Thre. 

— her figi^i 

— her reception of Miii Burnef 

at Slreathim, L Gr 

— ber trials and berei 

69. 

— ber ■tMDtioa to 



86, 

- Dr, Campbell's demription of 

her, i. 101. 

- Baretli's treatment of her, i. 

105. 

- ber remarki oa hii cbaractar, 

L 106. 



Pioail, Mn., «il« of tbe brevery, i. 

144,146; iLST, 
-^~ teaTe* ber home at Streathain, 

i, 147, 171, 
I oommencenMDt of her ac* 

quaintance with I^oiii, i. 

147; ii.49. 
■ Jofaneon'e feetiogi towards her, 

i. 157. 
her translation of a lomiet in 

praue of Pioui, i. 16S. 
her fears for Joboson's health, 

her leaiona for quitting Stiea- 

tham, I 169. 
her remarki on her conneetioD 

with Mr. Piosii,i.l72. 

her eonflieting feelings, i. 188. 

her propoaed journe; lo ItaJj, 

i. 193. 
■ ber wavering reeolutioni as to 

Fioiii, L 194. 
her resolutioa toreaide at Bath, 

i. 196. 
unkindneu of her daughters, 

1.196. 

tr ieparation from 

L805; 

- and with Dr. Jofaiuoo, i. 306. 

— her correspondence with Jofan- 

■oo, i. SOT, 313, 917. 
~ her domeatio trials, L 213 ; ii. 



-detero 

319. 



o reoall Fin: 



her Joume; to London, i. SS3. 

ber linea on Pioisi's return, L 

SS4. 

her second marriage, i 336, el *tq. 

Blorin of obloquy which broke 

upon her, L 337,331. 

liaiU Italy, i. !S6, 366. 

her correapoodence with John- 
son on her marriage, L 



at ber house,!. 130. 

- her electioneering, L 137. 

- Mr. Thrale'a iltnesi, i. IS! 

130. 

- death of Mr. Thrale, i. 135. 



- Lord Mauulay'i summary of 

ber imputed ill-treatment of 
Dr. Johnson, L 863. 

- her leltm from Italy, i. 2fi6. 



■, Goo»^lc 



Ploni, Mrs., "The Florence Miieel- 
lanj,"!. I76i il. 208. 

■ n-M Johiuoa a luitor for her 

hand ? i. 250, 356. 

i MU» Seward's account, L 256. 

Mrs, Pioui'a " Anecdotas of 



Dr. Johns 



. 271, 



iL 320, 304. 

- her alleged inaccuracy, i. 379. 

- Peter Findar'a satire on her 

and OD Boawell, i. 287. 
.- succeu of her " Anecdotes of 
Dr. Johnson," L 991. 

- Walpole's opinion of it, L 290. 

- her own copj of it, i. 392. 

- her return to. and re<:eption in, 

L^adon, L 298. 

- her reflections on her return, i. 

299. 

- her return toStreotbam, L 304. 

- her correapondenee irith Dr. 

Parr, i. 305. 

- oamea of the friends visidng 

or corresponding with her, i. 
306. 

- marriage of her eldest daugh- 

ter, 1. 357. 

- her " Letters to and fiom 

the late Samuel Johnson, 
LL.D," 1. 307 ; ii. 218. 

- Baralti'a treatment of her, L 

314. 

- her remarks on Barelti'i death, 

LSI5. 

- and on his ebaracler, L 317. 

- the comedy of " Ilie Senti- 

mental Mother," i. 3(9. 

- her unfounded alarm at Mr. 
S. Ljtons'eollection of scraps, 



L330. 



and Re- 



- GUTord') Uses on her, L 397. 

- quotations ttoai h«r TraTcIs, L 

- her " British Sjnoajmy," i. 

337. 

- her " RetrospeelioD," i. 343. 
-leaves Streatham for North 

Wales, i. 315. 

- description of her and her 

husband, in 1808, L 354. 



PiozzI, Mrs., death of Mr. Pioui, 



her fancy for W. A. Conway, 



— her character, L 364. 

— her colloquial excellence,!. 
-her wit, L 371. 

— her autobiographical men 

ii. 3, 6. 

— her account of her se 
}, 53. 
1 Italy, i 



68. 

- Mr. "nirale'j 



rill, a 



int 



sale of the brewery, 

- •eeoant of Mr.Thrale's death, 

i.43. 

- and of Dr. Collier, ii. 43. 



of his acquaintance with Mrs. 
Thisle, L L47, 161 1 il 49. 

- hia singing. L 133, 151. 

- Mn. 'Ihrale's conflicting feel- 

ings, i. 138. 

- her parting with bim, i. 905. 

- her recall of hira, i. 319. 

- bis marriage with Mra. Tbrale, 

i.836. 
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Pioni, Mr., Him Willuma Wjmne'i 
uota aboat him, i. SS3. 

hii peTKHul appanaee, i. 

S54. 

bis prudent econamy, i, 351. 

hiigharaotcr, i. 351. 

bi) fbndnea fbr muaie, i, 353. 

bii death, i. 356. 



IIG. 

" PUneU," the, iL 9a 
Plumbe, Alderman, ii. 150. 
Plunkett, Mn., U. SI. 
FolileDCB, L 6B. 

Mrs. Thrate'a, i. 60. 

Dr. Johiuon's, i. 68, nelt. 

Tope, Alexander, JohiiKiD's Life of, 
i.46: iL 153. 



bis ■* Dying Cbrhtian to hi* 

Soul," ii. 3ST, MM. 
lus letter to Mulb* Bkniat,ii. 



Porter, Misi, her " Pastor') Kre- 

.ide," i[, 364. 
Potlinger.Jobnson'i retort to, i.SSS. 
PraiK, liaea on the love of, ii. 303. 
Prior, MattbcT, Dr. Jobason's opio- 

Mrs. I^ui'i remarks on, it. 



Queensbeny, Duke o^ i. 59. 
Queeay (Min Thrale). See Tbrsle, 

MUs. 
Quin, the actor, iL 13. 



Ralph, one of the beToes of tbe 

DuDciad, ii. 1 5S. 
Reading, L IS5. 
Regent's P*ik, iL 3T6. 
" RetrospectioD,''&c,of Mis. Piozii, 

i. 343. 



BeyDolds, Sir Jo^ua, his portrait 
ot Mrs. Thrale, i. 44; ii. IT3. 

hit portrait* at StreKtbaoi, L 

S6. 

remark* on hi* partr«its, a, 

173. Hart. 

line* on his portraits, iL 175. 

Reynold*, Mils, her " Recollection* 

of Dr. Johnson," quoted, i. 57. 
" Rhod>,'iL 31S. 
Rhuddlan Caalle, ritited by JobDKH^ 

L 84. 
Rice, Mrs., ii. S3. 
RicbardsOD, Samuel, ii. 77. 
Bockingham, Marquis oC iL 1S(X 
Etodney, Admiral, ii 93. 
his victory over Do Gruse, 11 

190. 
Roffelte, the Abb^ and Dr. Jofan- 

Rogers, Samael, Ii. 340. 

RotbeB,Ladj, iL 31. 

Rumbold, Sir Thumas, epigram cm. 



Salushurr, Mr. (Mia. Tbrale's &- 

tber>L6; iL 17, 19,33. 
Salushury, Sir John I^otii SbIds- 

bury, notice of, i. 347 ; iL 

73. 
Miss Wynne's snecdole of him, 

Salusbury, Dr. Thamu, iL 16, 
Saluabury, Lady, iL 1 7. 

her death, iL 13. 

Saluabury, Sir Thomas, IL 19, 

31. 
Sandvicb, Lord sod Lady, ii. 108. 

his baboon, iL 1 1 1. 

Sandys, Lord, Johnson's visit to, i. 



87. 
- Johnso 



L S9S. 



173. 
Sardinia, conduct of the French in, 

ii. 37S. 
Satage, Riebard, his poverty and 
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S«T«ge, Richird, hU eitrSMgwce, 


StrcktGeld, Mi» Sophia, Madame 


i. 339. 


D'Atblay's account of her, L 


Mr>. KobV. remark. a» him. 


115. 


ii. 153. 


her tears, L 1 16. 


S»ye™, hii print of "Johnson' a 


Slreatham Park, Johnson at, L 44, 


Gbo.t.- i. 320. 


79. 


hit no»l>, il 41S, 4S9. 




Schwellenberg, Mrs., i. 309, 31 1. 


Brst TUit to, i. 60. 




life at, i 69, 67. 


61 i iL 75. 




Sewsrd, Mils, L 306. 


ii. 170. 


— - her Kcoont of Mr. ■nd Mrs, 


»erM3 on the. ii. 173. 


Pioni quoted. 1. 255. 


Swift, Dean. ii. 153. 


and of Dr. Johnson's mffeclloD 




(or Mrs. Thrsle, i. 656. 








Fioiii, L SOT. 




her apinioD of Dr. Johnson's 




letters to Mr.. ThrJe, i 


Taylor, Mr. Watson, iL 427, 433. 


313. 


" Temple, Letter, to," of Boawell, 


her remarki on B.retti'. OOD- 


i. 4. 


duot,!. 315. 


Thomson, the poet, hi. fondness for 


her critieiim on Mr.. Plmz'i's 


fruit, i. 87. 


tr»els,i. 324. 


anecdote of, iL 159. 


Shskipesre anecdote, », ii. 33. 


Thr.le,Mr^ See Pio«i. Mrs. 




Thrale, Mr., introduction of Dr. 




JohuBOn into bis family, L 7, 


Sheridan, Thoiuu, ii. 116. 


11. 


Siddons. Mr.., L 353 ; ii. S43, 403, 


account oT the rise of his father, 




i. 7-9. 




his early life and education, i. 


Sight, seeond, iniUnce of, iL 139. 


9—11. 


Simson, Joe, etory of, ii. 84. 


hi. introduction to Johnson, 




i. 13. 


" Society, Ode to," ii. 301. 


— his *i«t to Johnson in Jobnum's 


Southcote, Joanna, ii. 157. 


Court, i 14. 






unfiled in the last cenlur]', i. 




385. 




Spencer, Hon. W., hit verses, iL 3Si. 


ing. i. 49. 


Squib, the auctioneer, ii. 332. 


Miu Buiney's description of 


Stael, Madame de, ber similarity to 


him. i. 64.' 


Mn. Piosu, i. 365, 367. 


his ill health, i. 69. 


Stanley, Lady, iL 301. 


Ilia intention of bringing Dr. 


Steeveus, George, Esq., bla veracity. 


Johnson into Parliament, j. 


156. 


71. 


Starens, Zenobla, «ory of, iL 2B4. 






culties, i. 7B. 


Stocking Clubs, L 37. 


his embarrastmenta, L 74, 


Story, » Frightful, ii. 124. 








■rbralcLlIOi iL34,44. 




Mn. Ko«i'. account of her, I 


hi.illnera,L 129,13a 


IIOl 


and death, i. 135. , 
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Hinla, Ur., Dr. Jobaian'* regard ftr 

lmD,L 155. 
hb idtradnetMii to Hisa Saliu- 

burj, ii. 19. 
■ bb muriaga, a. S3. 
hb mode of Ufe, ii. 94. 

- hu imprndciKe, ii. 85. 

lua connexion vilb Humphrey 

- hb pecuiuBiy difficulLin, ii. 

acNNAmt of hu will, and ule of 

the brewMy, iL 27, 46. 

— ^ and of hb bat ilineaa, ii. 
37. 

hb death, iL 43. 

. linn on hu portrait, iL 176. 

bb ebancter u iketched by 

Mra. Pioni, iL 18B. 

Tbrale, Mr. Ralph, Johnion'i ac- 
count oi; i. 7. 

true account, i. 8, 9. 

Thnle, Mita (afterward* Lady 
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